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ON THE REVEREND 

DR. D E L A N Y, 

AND HIS EXCELLENCY 

JOHN LORD CARTERET. 

1729; 

DELUDED mortals, whom the great 
Chufe for companions tHe-a-^tite ; 
Who at their dinners, en famlle^ 
Get leave to fit whene'er you will ; 
Then boafting tell us where you din'd^ 
And how his lordfliip was fo kind ; 
How many pleafant things he fpoke; 
And how you laughM at every joke : 
Swear he's a moil facetious man ; 
That you and he are cup and can : 
You travel with a heavy load. 
And quite miftake preferment's road, 

Suppofe my lord and you alone, 
Hint the leaft intereft of your own; 
His vifage drops, he knits his brow. 
He cannot talk of bufiAefs now : 

Vol. vni. B , Or, 
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. Or, mention but a vacant pofi, 
He'll turn it off with *• Name your toafl T* 
Nor could the nlceft artift jpaint 
A countenance with ttiore conftraint. 

For, as their appetites to quench, 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench j 
So men of witj are but a kind 
Of panders to a vicious mind ; 
Who proper bbjedts muft provide 
To gratify their lull of pride, 
When, wearied with intrigues of ftate, 
They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then, fhall you dare to afk a place, 
You forfeit all your patron*s grace, 
And difappoint the fole defign. 
For which he fummon'd you to dine. 

Thus Cohgreve fpeht in writing plays^ 
And ohe poor office, half his days t 
. While Montague, who claimM the ftatiOn 
To be Maecenas of the nation, 
For poets open table keep. 
But ne'er confider'd where they fkpt : 
Himfelf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eafy, though they wanted Ihoes } 
And crazy Congrcve fearce couJd fparc 
A {billing to difcharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paean's fire to party zeal ; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later fcene, 
Took proper principles to thrive j 
And fo might every dunce alivCi 

Thu5 



L1B£L ON DR. DELANY. 3, 

Thus Steele, whd own'd what others writ^ 
And flourifh'd by imputed wit, 
"Brom perils of a hundred jails, 
Withdrew to ftarve, and die in Wales. 

Thus Gay, the hare with many friends, 
Twice feven long years the court attends : 
Who^ Under tales conveying truths 
To virtue formM a princely youth * : 
Who paid his courtfhlp with the crbwd^ 
As far as itiodefl pride allowed j 
Rejeds a fervile uflier's place^ 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace* 

Thus Addifon, by lords careft, 
Was left in foreign lands diftreft j 
Forgot at home, becamc^ for hire 
A travelling tutor to a 'fquire : 
But wifely left the Mufes' hiU^ 
To bufmefs IhapM the poet's quiH^ 
Let all his barren laurels fade^ 
Took Up himfeif the courtier's trade, 
And, grown a minifter of ftate, 
Saw poers at his levee Wait. 

Hail^ happy Pope ! whofe generous mind 
Detefting all the ftatefman kind, 
Contemning courts, at courts unfeen, 
Refus'd the vifits of a queen. 
A foul with every virtue fraught, 
By fages, priefts, or poets taughrj 
Whofe filial piety exceh 
Whatever Grecian ftory tells ; 

* William duke of Cttinberlsmd, fonto jCj^oi:ger^. . (( 

JB 2 A genius 
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A genius for all ftations fit, 
Whofe meaneft talent is his wit : 
His heart too great, though fortune little, 
To lick a rafcal ftatefman's fpittle j 
Appealing to the nation's tafte. 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive. 
Which Homer never could alive j 
And fits aloft on Pindus' head, 
Defpifing flaves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For folid work, but not for play : 
Nor ever choofe to work with tools 
Forg'd up in colleges and fchools. 
Confider how much more is due 
To all their journeymen than you : 
At table you can Horace quote ; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
You fhew your Ikill in Grecian ftory^ 
But they can manage Whig and Tory : 
You, as a critick, are fo curious 
To find a verfe in Virgil fpurious ; i 

But they can fmoke the deep defigns, j 

When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 

Befides, your patron may upbraid ye. 
That you have got a place already j 
An office for your talents fit. 
To flatter, care, and fhew your wit j 
To fnufFthe lights and ftir the fire. 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
What claim have you to place or penfion? 
He overpays in condcfcenfion. 

. ; But^ 
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But, reverend dofl:or, you we know 
Could never condefcend fo low ; 
The vice-roy, whom you now attend. 
Would, if he durft, be more your friend j 
Nor will in you thofe gifts delpife. 
By which himfelf was taught to rife : 
When he has virtue to retire. 
He'll grieve he. did not raife you higher, 
And place you in a better ftation, 
Although it might have pleas'd the natioa^ 

This may be true — fubmitting ftill 
To Walpole's more than royal will ; 
And what condition can be worfe ? 
He comes to drain a beggar's purfe ; 
He comes to tie our chains on fafter, 
And fliew us, England is our matter : 
Careffing knaves, and dunces wooing^ 
To make them work their own undoing* 
What has he elfe to bait his traps. 
Or bring his vermin in, but fcraps ? 
The offals of a church diftreft ; 
A hungry vicarage at heft ; 
Or fome remote inferior poft. 
With forty pounds a year at mod ? 

But here again you interpofe — 
Your favourite lord is none of thofe 
Who owe their virtues to their ftations, 
And characters to dedications : 
For, keep him in, or turn him out. 
His learning none will call in doubt ; 
His learning, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 

B 3 Not 
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Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Although to praife it Phillips writ, 
I own, he hates an a<3:ion bafe. 
His virtues battling with his place j 
Nor wants a nice difcerning fpirit 
Betwixt a true and fpurious merit ; 
Can fometimes drop a voter's claim. 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the moft that friendihip can ; 
I hate the vice-roy, love the man* 

But you, who, till your fortune's niade, 
Muft be a fweetener by your trade. 
Should fWear be never meant us ill ; 
We fufFer fore agaipft his will ; 
That, if we could but fee his heart. 
He would have chctfe a milder part : 
We rather fhould lament his cafe. 
Who muft obey, or lofe his place. 

Since this refledbion flipt your pen, 
Infert it when you write again : 
And, to illuftrate it, produce 
This fimile for his excufe : 

*^ So to deftroy a guilty land 

An * angel fent by heaven's command^ 

While he obeys almighty will, 
" Perhaps may feel compaflSon ftill ; 
^* And wifli the tafk had been affigii'd 
^* To fpirits of lefs gentle kind." 

But I, in politicks grown old, 
Whofe thoughts are of a diffeifbt mould, 

♦ 5o wl^s^ ^ angel ty diyinc command/* &c. 

Addison's Campaign. 
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Who from my foul fincerely hate 
Both kings and minifters of ftate ; 
Who look on courts with ftrifter eyes 
To fee the feeds of vice arife j 
Can lend' you an allufion fitter, 
Though flattering knaves may call it bitter ; 
Which, if you durft but give it place. 
Would Ihew you many a ftatefman's face : 
Frefh from the tripod of Apollo, 
I had it in the words that follow j 
Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except his excellence : 

" So, to affeft his monarch's ends, 
" From hell a vice-roy devil afcends j 
** His budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
^* The contributions of the damn'd ; 
** Which with unljparing hand he ftrows 
** Through courts and fenates as he goes ; 
♦* And then at Beelzebub's black hall, 
^* Complains his budget was too fmall/* 

Your fimile may better fhine 
In verfe ; but diere is tnnth in mine. 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings : 
And ftatefmen, by ten choufand odds„ 
Are angels, juft as kings are gods* 
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TO DR. D E L A N Y, 

ON THE 

LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 

« Tanti tibi non fit opaci 

«' Omnis arena Tagi/' Juv. 

A 8 fome raw youth in country bred. 
To arms by thirft of honour led, 
When at a fkirmifh firft he hears 
The bullets whiftling round his ears. 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart. 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 
Till Ycaping oft' without a wound 
Leffens the terror of the found ; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops. 
He runs into a cannon's chops. 
An author thus, who pants for fame. 
Begins the world with fear and fhamc ; 
When firft in print you fee him dread 
Each pop-gun level'd at his head : 
The lead yon critic's quill contains. 
Is deftin'd to beat out his brains : 
As if he heard loud thunders roll. 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 
Concluding, that another fhot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the fpot. 
But, when with fquibbiiig, flafliing, popping. 
He cannot fee one creature dropping ; 

That, 
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That, miffing fire, or miffing aim. 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame ; 
The danger paft, takes heart of grace. 
And looks a critic in the face. 

Though fplendor gives the faireft mark 
To poifon'd arrows in the dark, 
Yet, in yourfclf when fmooth and round. 
They glance afide without a wound. 

'Tis faid, the gods try'd all their art, 
I50W pain they might from pleafure part : 
(But little could their ftrength avail ; 
Both ftill are faften'd by the tail; 
Thus fame and cenfure, with a tether 
By fate are always linkM together. 

Why will you aim to be preferred 
In wit before the common herd ; 
And yet grow mortify'd and vex'd. 
To pay the penalty annexed? 

"lis eminence makes envy rife : 
As faireft fruits attradl the flies. 
Should ftupid libels grieve your mind. 
You foon a remedy may find ; 
Lie down obfcure like other folks 
Below the lalh of fnarlers' jokes. 
Their faction is five hundred odds ; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods. 
And fneers as learnedly as they. 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You fay, the Mufe will not contain. 
And write you muft, or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
No longer my advice regard : 

But 
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But raife your faqcy on the wiflg j 
The Irifh fenate's praifes fing; 
How jealous of the oatiou's freedom, 
And for corruptioos, how they weed 'em j 
How each the public good piufues. 
How far their hearts from private views ; 
Make all true patriots^ up to fhoe-boys ; 
Huzza their brethren at the Biue-boys j 
Thus grown a member of the club, 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft' am 1 for rhyme to feek ! 
To drefs a thought, may toil a week; 
And then how thankful to thg town, 
If all my pains will earn a crown ! 
While every critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ceafe to write. 
The rogues muft die for want and fpite j 
Muft die for want of food and raiment. 
If fcandal did not fiiad them payment. 
How cheeifuily the liawkers cry 
A fatire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my hard-iabour'd poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in the reverend gown 
Muft ever keep its owner down j 
'Tis an unnatural Conjundion, 
And ipoils the credit of the fundion. 
Round all your brethren caft your eyes, 
Point out the fureft men to rife ; 
That club of candidate^ in black, 
The leaft deferviog pf the pack, 

Afpiring, 
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Afjpiring, fii^iaus, fierce, aiad load^ 
With grace and Jearaing unendow'd^ 
Can turn tlieir bands to evcjry job^ 
The fitteft tools to work {<^ Bob j 
Will fooner coin » thoufand lies^ 
Than fuffcr men of p^rts to rife j 
They crowd about p|:«ferment's gate, 
And prefs you dowa with all their weight. 
For, as of old raiLthcmaticians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians; 
3o academic dull ale-drinkers, 
Pronounce ail men of wit, free-thinkers, . 

Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, or fenfe i 
For, though the Mufe delights infi<3:ion, 
She ne'er infpires againft convidion. 
Then keep your virtue ftili unmixt. 
And let not faiftiou come betwixt ; 
By party-fteps no grandeur climb at. 
Though It would make you England's primate ; 
Firft learn the fcience to be dull, 
You then may foon your confcience lull j 
If not, however feated high. 
Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddefs brought to-bcd, 
There follow'd at his lying-in 
l^oT after-l)iith a Sooterkiu j 

Whicls 



II SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Which, as the nurfe purfued to kill. 
Attained by flight the Mufes' hill. 
There in the foil began to root. 
And litter'd at PamafTus' foot. 
From hence the critic vermin fprung. 
With harpy claws and poifonous tongue ; 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps. 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned fliow. 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geefe, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To perfecute the Mufes' fame ; 
On poets in all times abufive, 
From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmofl: rage defies, 
That fafe behind the wainfcot lies. 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
In cheefe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the fame numeric flea. 
That bit your neck but yefterday: 
You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grub-ftreet poet's neft ; 
What ^unging-houfe, in dread of jail. 
Receives them, while they wait for bail j 
WhaJ alley they are neftled in, 
To flourifh o'er a cup of gin ; 
Find the laft garret where they lay. 
Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 

6 Suppofc 
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Suppofe you had them all trepann'd. 
With each a libel in his hand, 
What punifhment would you inflid ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them Idckt ? 
Thefe they have often try*d before ; 
You but oblige them fo much more : 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell. 
To make their tralh the better fell. 

You have been libel'd — Let us know, 
What fool officious told you fo ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries. 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whate'er the uoify fcoundrel fays. 
It might be fomething in your praife : 
And praife beftow'd in Grub-flxeet rhymes 
Would vex one more a thoufand times* 
Till criticks blame^ and judges praife. 
The poet cannot claim his bays. 
On mc when dunces are fatiric, 
I take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by fools, and fools to hate. 
Be that my motto, and my fate. 



DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING 
A BlRTH-DAY SONG. 1725. 

^TpO form a juft and finiftiM piece, 

•** Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 
Whofe godfhips are in chief requeft. 
And fit your prefcnt fubjeft beft ; 

And, 
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And, fliould it be your heroV cafe. 

To have both male and female tkce^ 

Your bufinefs muft be to protide 

A fcore of goddeffes betide. 

Some cdii their mmiarchs fans of Saturil^ 

For which they bring a modem pattern ; 

Becaufe they might have heard of one. 

Who often lofig'd to €*at his fon : 

But this, I think, will not go down^. : 

For here the father kept his crown. 
Why, then, appoiilt him fon of Jove^ 

Who met his nKJthgr in a grbte : 
To this we freely feall confetit, 

Well knowing what the poeta mean* ; 
And in their fenfe, 'twixt me and yoUj 
it may be Kterally true. 

Next} as fhfe laws of verife require j 
He muft be greater than his fire j 
Fqr Jove^ as every fchool-boy knows^ 
Was able Saturn to depofe : 
And fufe no Ghriftian poet breathing 
Would be more fcrupulous than a Heathen ! ^ 
Or^ if to blafphemy it tends, 
That^s but a trifle among friends. 

Your Hero now another Mars is. 
Makes mighty armies turn their a — s^ 
Behold his glittering faulchion mow 
Whole fquadrons at a fingle blow ; 
While Vidtoty, with wings outlpread. 
Flies, like an eagle, o'er his head ; 
His milk-white fteed upoa its haunches. 
Or pawing into dead mens' paunche3 : 

S A 
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As Overton has drawn his fire^ 
Still feen o*er many an ale-houfc fire 
Then from his arms hoarfe thunder rolls^ 
As loud as fifty muftard-bowls : 
For thunder ftill his arm fuppliesi 
And lightning always in bis eyes. 
*rhey both are cheap enoijgh in confcience^ 
And ferve to echo rattling^ nonfenfe. 
The rumbling words march fierce along, 
Made trebly dreadful in your fong. 

Sweet poet^ hir'd fbr birth-day rh^maes. 
To fing of wars^ choofe peaceful times. 
What though, for fiifteen years and more, 
Janus had lockM his temple-door ; 
TMougb not a coffee-hdufe we read in 
Has mention d arms on this fide Sweden ; 
Nof London Journals, nor the Poflnten, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moll men ; 
Thou ftili with battles IhtfF thy head full : 
For, muft thy hero not be dreadful ? 

DifmifEng Mars, it next muft follow 
Your conqueror is become Apolk) : 
That he's Apollo is as plaiti as 
That Robin Walpole is Maecenas } 
But that he ftruts, and that he fquints^ 
You'd know him by Apollo's prints. 
Old Phoebus is but half as bright. 
For yours can fhine both. day and night# 
The firfl, perhaps, may once an age 
Infpire you with poetic rage ; 
Your Phoebus Royal, every day. 
Not only can infpire, but pay» 

Then 
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Then make this new Apollo fit 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit. 
** How from his altitude he ftoops 
** To raife up Virtue when Ihe droops ; 
•* On Learning how his bounty flows, 
*^ And with what juftice he beftows : 
** Fair Ifis, and ye banks of Cam ! 
" Be witnefs if I tell a flam. 

What prodigies in Arts we drain, 
From both your ftreams, in George's reign. 
*' As from the flowery bed of Nile"— 
But here's enough to fhew your ftyle* 
Broad inuendos, fuch as this, 
If well applied, can hardly mifs : 
For, when you bring your fong in print^ 
He'll get it read, and take the hint, 
(It muft be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be fo much more your debtor, 
Becaufe he never knew a letter. 
And, as he hears his wit and fenfe 
(To which he never made pretence) 
Set out in hyperbolic drains, 
A guinea fhall reward your pains : 
For patrons never pay fo well, 
As when they fcarce have learn'd to Ipell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident 
He rules the fea ; you fee him ride in 'tj 
And, if provok'd, he foundly firks his 
Rebellious waves with rods, like Xerxes. 
He would have feiz'd the Spanifh plate. 
Had not the fleet gone out too late ; 

And 
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And in their tery ports befiege thenl, 
But that he would not difoblige them j 
And make the rafcals pay him dearly 
For thofe afFronts they give him yearly. 

'Tis not deny'd, that, whcri wt write, 
Our ink is black, our paper white ; 
And, when we fc^awl our paper o'er. 
We blacken what was white before : 
I think this pradicb only lit 
iFor dealers in fatiric wit* 
But you fome white-lead ink liiuft get. 
And write on paper black as jet; 
Your intereft lies to learn the knack 
Of whitening what before was black. 

Thus your encomium, to be ftrong, 
Muft be applied diredly wrong* 
A tyrant for his mercy praife, 
And crown a royal dunce with bays : 
A iqilinting monkey load with charms, 
And paint a coward fierce in arms^ 
Is he to avarice inclined ? 
Extol him for his generous mind : 
And, when wc ftarve for want of com, 
Come out with Amalthea's horn j 
For all experience this evinces 
The only art of pleafmg princes : 
For princes love you Ihould defcant 
On virtues which they know they want. 
One compliment I had forgot, 
But fongfters muft omit it not; 
I freely grant the thought is old : 
Why, then, your hero muft be told, 

^VoL. vni. C In 
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In him fuch virtues lie inherent. 
To qualify him God's vicegerent ; 
That, with no title to inherit, 
He muft have been a king by merit. 
Yet, be the fancy old or liew, 
'Tis partly falfe, and partly true : 
And, take it right, it means no .more 
Than George and William claimM before. 

Should fome obfcure inferior fellovr. 
Like Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 
When all your lift of Gods is out, 
Prefume to fhew his mortal fnout. 
And as a Deity intrude, 
Becaufe he had the world fubdued; 
Oh, let him not debafe your thoughts. 
Or name him but to tell his faults.— 

Of Gods I only quote the beft, 
But you may hook-in all the reA. 

Nojv, Birth-day Bard, with joy proceed 
To praife your Emprefs and her breed. 
Firft of the firft, to vouch yoUr lies. 
Bring all the females of the fkies ; 
The Graces, and their miftrefs Venus^ 
Muft venture down to entertain us : 
With bended knees when they adore her. 
What dowdies they appear before her ! 
Nor Ihall we think you talk at random^ 
For Venus might be her great-grandam : 
Six thoufand years has livM th^ Goddefsi 
Your Heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Befides, your fongfters oft* have ftiown 
That GxQ has Graces of her own : 

Three 
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*liirce Grraces by Lucina brought her^ 
Juft thrcci and eviity Grrace a daughter) 
Here many a king his heart and crown 
Shall at their fnowy feet lay doWn ; 
In royai robes, they coine by dozens 
To court their Engliih Germah coufins i 
Befidesa -p2df of princely babies, 
*rhat, fite years hence^ ^11 both be Hebesi 

Now fed het featdd in her tbron^ 
With genuine luftre^ all her own ; 
l^oot Cynthia neVer fliohc fo bright^ 
Her fplendor is but bottow'd light j 
And only with her Brother Ikikt 
Can ihine^ without him is extinfti ^^ 

But Carolina fhines the ckarfer 
"With neither fpoufe tibr brothet tiddr bdf J 
And darts her biams o'er both our ifles, 
Though George Is gone a thoiiland miles* 
^p8 Berecynthia takes her place^ 
Attended by'hcr heavenly race j 
And fees a fbn in every Gbd^ 
tJnawM by Jove's alWhaking nod* 

Now fing his little Highnefs Freddy^ 
Who ftf uts like any king already i 
With fo much beauty^ fbew me any maid 
That could rcfift this dhafming Ganymede ! 
Where niajefty with fweetnefs vies, 
And, like his father, early wife. ^ 

Then cut hint-out a world of work, 
To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk : 
Foretel his empire ctown'd with bays. 
And golden times, and halcyon days ; 

C 2 And 
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And fwear his line fliall rule the hatioff 
For ever — till the conflagration. 

But^ now it comes into my mind. 
We left a little Duke hehind; 
A Cupid in his face and fize, 
And only wants to want his eydS. 
Make fome provifion for the younker, 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer : 
Prepare a fleet to waft him o'er, 
Make Gulliver his commodore ; 
Into whofe pocket valiant Willy put, 
Will foon fubdue the realm of Lilliput : 

A Ikilful critkk jufl:ly blames 
Hard, tough, crank, guttural, hatfli, fliflf names* 
The fenfe can ne'er be too jejune. 
But fmooth yoiir words to fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough, 
But George and Brunfwick are too rougfli 
Hefi!e-Darmfl:adt makes a rugged found. 
And Guelp the flirongeft ear will wound. 
In vain are all attempts from Germany 
To find out proper words for harmony : 
And yet I mull except the Rhine^ 
Becaufe it clinks to Caroline. 
Hail Queen of Britain, Queen of rhymes t 
Be fung ten hundred thoufand times ! 
Too happy were the poets' crew, 
If their own happinefs they knew ; 
Three fyllables did never meet 
So foft, fo Aiding, and fo fweet : 
Nine other tuneful words like that 
Would prove ev'n Homer's numbers flat. 

Behold 
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Behold tjiree beauteous vowels ftand, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand ; 
In concord here for ever fixM, 
J^o jarring confpnant betwixt, 

May Caroline continue long. 
For ever fair and young ! — in fong. 
What though the royal carcafe muft, 
fSqueezM in a coffin, turn to duft ; 
Thofe ele|i!i«nts her name compofe, 
Like atoms, are exempt from blows. 

Though Caroline may fill your gaps. 
Yet ftill you muft confult your maps ; 
Find rivers with harmonious names, 
Sabrina, Medway, and the Thames, 
Britannia long will wear like fteel, 
But Albion's cliffs are out at heel ; 
And Patience can endure no more 
To hear the Belgic lion roar. * 

Give up the phrafe of haughty Gaul, 
But proud Iljeria foundly maul : 
Reftore the fhips by Philip taken, 
And make him crouch to fave his bacon. 
Naflau, who got the name of Glorious, 
Pecaufe he never was vid:orious, 
A hanger on has always been ; 
for old acquaintance bring him in. 

To Walpole you might lend a line^ 
But much I fear he's in decline ; 
And, if you chance to come too late. 
When he goes out, you fhare his fate. 
And bear the new fucceflbr s frowij ; 
Qr^ wjiom you once fang up, fing down. 
^' C 3 Rejed 
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Reje(3: with fcorn that ftupid notion^ 
To praife your hero for devotion j 
Nor entertain a thought fo odd. 
That princes fhould believe in God ; 
Put follow the fecureft rule, 
And turn it all to ridicule : 
^Tis grpwn the choicpft wit at Court, 
/^nd gives the maids of honour fport. 
For, fmee they talk'd vdth Dpdor Clarke, 
They now can venture |n the dark": 
That found Divine the truth hath fppkc »1|, 
And pawn'd l)is word, hell is not local. 
This will not give them half the trouble 
pf bargain^ fold, or meanings double. 

Swppofing ROW your fong is done^ 
To Nfynheer Handel next you run^ 
Who 2^rtf^lly ^iU pare and prune 
Your words^o fome Italian tune ; 
Then print it ii^ the largeft letter, 
With capitals, the more the better. 
]Prefent it boldly on your knee, 
/^nd |ake a guinea for your fee. 
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The Hue and Cry after the Attornijes, upon 
their riding the Circuit, 

"^fOW the adlive young attornies 

Brilkly travel on their joumies, 
Looking big as any giants. 
On the horfes of their clients ; 
Like fo many little Mars's 
With their tilters at their a — s. 
Brazen-hiked, lately bumifh'd, 
And with harnefs-buckles furnifh'd, 
And with whips and fpurs fo neat. 
And with jockey-coats compleat. 
And with boots fo very greafy. 
And with faddles eke fo eafy, 
And with bridles fine and gay. 
Bridles borrowed for a day, 
Bridles deftin'd far to roam. 
Ah ! never, never to coqje home, 
^nd with hats fo very big. Sir, 
And with powder'd caps and wigs. Sir, 
Ai^d with ruffles to be fhewn, 
Capibrick ruffles not their own j 
An4 with Holland Ihirts fo white, (^ 
jShirts becpming to the fight, 
Shirts be-wrought with different letters, 
^ belondng to their betters. 

C ^ With 
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With their pretty tlnferd boxes, ' • 

Gotten from their dainty doxies, 
And >yitl} rings fo very trim, ] 

Lately taken out of lim — * 
And with very little pence, 
• And ^s very little fenfe ; ^ 

With fome law, but little juftice, 
Having ftolen from my hoftefs. 
From the barber and the cutler, ^ 

Like the foldier from the futler ; 
From the vintner and the taylor, 
Like -the felon from the jaylor ; 
Into this and t'other county. 
Living pn the public bounty ; 
Thorough town and thorough village, 
AH to plunder, all to pillage; 
Thorough mountains, thorough valleys, 
Thorough ftinking lanes and alleys. 
Some to — kifs with farmers fpoufes. 
And make merry in their houfes ; 
3ome to — tumble country wenches 
On their rufhy beds and benches j 
And, if they begin a fray. 
Draw their fwords^ and — run away ^ 
AH to murder equity. 
And to lake a double fee ; 
Till the people all are quiet. 
And forget to broil and riot. 
Low in pocket, cow*d in courage, 
jjafely glad to fup their porridge. 
And Vacation's over — then, 
Hjiy^ for London town again. 
* A cant word for pawning. 

THE 
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THE LOGICIANS REFUTED^ 

T OGICIANS have but ill defin'd, 

As rational, the human-kind. 

*' Reafon," they fay, " belongs to man j" 

But let them prove it if they can^ 

Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius^ 

By ratiocinations fpecious. 

Have ftrove to prove with great preciAoQ| 

With definition and divifion, 

Jlomo eft rattone praditum j 

But, for my foul, I cannot credit 'em# 

And muft, in fpite of them, maintain^ 

That man and all his way§ are vain ; 

And that this boaftpd lord of nature, 

Is both a weak and erring creature ; 

That inftindl is a furer guide 

Than reafon-boafting mortals pride; 

And that brute beafts are far before 'em, 

Deus eft anima brutorum. 

Who ever knew an honeft brute 

At law his neighbour profecute ; 

Bring adion for ,aflault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

P'er plains they ramble unconfiu'd. 

No politicks difturb their mind ; 

They eat their meals, and take their fport. 

Nor know who's in or out at court. 

They never to the levee go, 

To treat as deareft friend, a foe : 

They 
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They never importune his grace. 
Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 
Nw undertake a dirty job. 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob j 
Fraught with inveftive they ne'er go 
To folks at Pater-nofter-row : 
No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters. 
No pick-pockets, or poetafters. 
Are known to honeft quad|:upeds : 
No fingle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray. 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay* 
Of beafts, it is confefs'd, the ape 
Comes neareil us in human fhape ; 
Like man, he imitates each falhion, 
And malice is his ruling paflion: 
But, both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape furpafles : 
Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the minifter of ftate ; 
View him foon after to inferiors 
Aping the condudt of fuperiors ; 
He promifes with equal air. 
And to perform takes equal care* 
He in his tttm finds imitators ; 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters^ 
Thqr mafl:ers' manners fl:ill contract ; 
And footmen, lords and dukes can aft. 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmall 
Behave alike j for all ape alL 
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'TpHE life of man to reprefent. 

And turn it all to licficule^ .;;^ 

Wit did a puppet-ihow invent^ 
Where the chief a<3:or is a fool.; 

The gods of old were logs of wood. 
And worlhip was to puppets paid ; 
In antic drefs the idol flood, 
And priell and people bow'd the head* 

No wonder then, if art began 

The fimple votaries to frame. 
To (hape in timber foolifti man. 

And confecrate the block to fame»^ 

From hence poetic fancy learn'd 

That trees might rife from human forms ; 

The body to a trunk be turn'd. 
And branches ifliie from the arms. 

Thus Daedalus and Ovid too, 

That man's a blockhead, have confeft ; 
Powel * and Stretch * the hint purfue ; 

Life is a farpe, the world a jeft. 

The fame great truth South Sea has prov d 
On that fam'd theatre, the alley ; 

Where thoufands, by direiSors movM, 
Are now fad monuments of folly, 

^ Two famous f uppct-ihow mciit 
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What Momus was of old to Jove^ 
The fame a Harlequin is now ; 

The former was buflfoon above, 
The latter is a Punch below. 

This fleeting fcene is but a (lage, 
Where various images appear ; 

In different parts of youth and age^ 
Alike the prince and peafant fhare* 

Some draw our eyes by being great, 

Falfe pomp conceals mere wood within j 

And legiflators, rang'd in ftate^ 
Are oft but wifdom in machine. 

fi (lock may cl:^wce to wear a crowilj,, 
And timber as 9. lord t^e pUce; 

A ftatue may put on a frown. 

And cheat us with a thinking face. 

Othqjrs. are blindljr led away. 

And made to a<3: for ends unknovvn ; 
By the mere Ipring of wires they play. 

And fpeak in language not their own. 

Too oft', ^as ! a fcoldling wife 
TTfurps 21 jolly fellow's throne j 

And many drink the cup of life^ 
Mix'd and embittered by a Joan. 

In fhort, whatever men purfue. 
Of picture, folly, war, or love ; 

This mimic race brings all to view : 
Alike they drefs, they talk, they move. 
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Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand, 

Mortals to pleafe and to deride ; 
And, when death breaks thy vital band. 

Thou fhalt put on a puppet's pride. 

Thou Ihalt in puny wood be fhown^ 
Thy image fhall preferve thy fame ; 

Ages to come thy worth fliall own. 
Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name* 

Tell Tom, he draws a farce in vain. 

Before he looks in nature's glafs j 
Puns cannot form a witty fceiie, 

Nor pedantry for humour pafs* 

To make men a£t as fenfelefs wood, 

And chatter in a myftic ftrain. 
Is a mere force on flefh and blood. 

And fhews fome error in the brain* 

He that would thus refine on thee. 
And turn thy ftage into a fchool. 

The jell of Punch will ever be, 
And ftand confeft the greater fooL 
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THE GRAND JQUESTION DEBATED: 

WftEtHEk 

Hamilton^ BAeftTMr fliotild be turned into a 
B41UUICK or a Malt-^Ouse. 1729. 

npHUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight * full of 

care, 
" Let me have yoar advicci in a weighty aflStin 
" This Hamilton's bawn f, while it flicks on my hand^ 
*' I lofe by the houfe what I get by the land ; 
** But how to difpofe of it to the bdl bidder^ 
*' For a barrack J or malt-houfe, wd now muft con* 
•• fiden 
" Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a malt^houfe^ 
** Here I have computed the profit will fall t* us j 
" ThSre^s nine hundred pounds for labour and grain^ 
** I increafe it to twelve, (o three hundred remain j 
" A handfome addition fot wine and good chear, 
" Three difhes a day^ and three hogflieads a yeiar j 
** With a dozen large veffids my vault Oialj be ilor^d ; 
*' No little fcnib joint ihall com6 on my board; 
^* And you and the Dean no more fhall combine 
*' To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 
** Nor fhall I, for his humour, peitait you to purloin, 
" A flione and a quarter of beef from my furloin* 

• Sir Arthur Achefon^ at whofc feat this was wHtten* 
+ A large old houfe, two miles from Sir Arthar's feat* 
X The army in Ireland is lodged in Arong buildings, called bar« 
racks. 

CC l£ 
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** If I make it a barrack, the crawn is my tenant ; 
My dear, I have ponder'd again and again on^t : 
In poundage ^nd drawbacks I lofe half apiy rent, 
** Whatever they give me, I muft be content. 
Or join with the court in every debate ; 
And rather than that, I would lofe my eflate/' 
Thus ended the Knight : thusbega^bis me^k wife : 
^^ It muft, and it ihall be a barrack, my life. 
** I'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes^ 
** But a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull * B^ums. 
^* With Padons what Udy can keep herjfelf clean ? 
*^ I'm all over daub'd when J fit by the Dean. 
** But if you win give us a barjrack, my dear, 
*^ The Captain, I'm fure, will always come here; 
** I then fhall not value his Deanihip a ftraw^ 
•* For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe ; 
** Or, fhould he pretend to be brifk and alert, 
** Will tell him that Chaplains (hould not be fo pert j 
** That men of his coat fhould be minding their 

" prayers, 
** And not among ladies to give themfelves airs.^' 

Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain ; 
The Knight his opinion refolved to maintain. 

But Hannah f , who liften'd to all that was paft^ 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafte, 
As foon as her Ladyfhip cali'd to be dreft, 
Cry'd, " Madam, why furely my mafter's pofleft* 
** Sir Arthur the maltfter ! how fine it will found ! 
•* I'd rather the bawn were funk under ground. 

• A cant word in Ireland for a poor country clergyman, 
t My lady's waiiing-womani 

4 " But, 
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•^ But,madam,IguefsMtherewould never come good, 
•' When I faw him fo often with * Darby and Wood. 
** And now my dream's out ; for I was a-dream'd 
•' That I faw a huge rat — O dear, how I fcream'd ! 
^* And after, methought, I had loft my new flides ; 
** And Molly, ihe faid, I fhould hear fome ill news# 

*' Dear madam, had you but the fpirit to teaze, 
** You might have a barrack whenever you pleafe : 
** And, madam, I always believ'd you fo ftout, 
•• That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
*• If I had a hiifband like him, I purteft, 
" Till he gave me rily will j I would give him no feft ; 
** Arid, rather than come in the farile pair of fheets 
" With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftreets : 
" But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
** And worry him out, till he gives his confent. 
*' Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
" An 1 were to be hangM, I can't fleep a wink : 
" For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
^' I can't get it out, though I'd never fo fain. 
** I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
** At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arriv'd ; 
*' Of this to be fure Sir Arthur has warning, 
" And waits on the Captain betimes the next mom- 
" ing. 

** Now fee, when they meet, how their Honours 
" behave j 
** Noble Captain, your fervant" — ^* Sir Arthur^ 
your flave ; 

* Two of Sir Arthur's managers. 
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You honour me much'*—" The honour is 
« mine/'— 
^* 'Twas a fad rainy night'* — " But the nxoming is 

" fine/' 
" Pray, how does my Lady?" — ^** My wife's at 

" your fervice/* — 
" I think I have feen her picture by Jervas."— 
" Gopd-morrow^ good Captain. I'll wait oa you 

« down."— 
" You iha'n't ftir a foot."—" You'll think me a 

" clown : 
" For all the world, Captain—" " Not half an 

" inch farther." — 
** You muft be obey'd!"— " Your fervant, Sit 
" Arthur! 
My humble refpefts to my Lady unknown."— 
I hope you will ufe my houfe as your own." 
Go bring me my fmock, and leave off your 
" prate, 
Thou haft certainly gotten a cup in thy pate.'* 
Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was it I faid ? 
You had like to have put it quite outof my head. 
Next day, to be fure, the Captain will come, 
At the head of his troops, with trumpet and 
" drum. 
*• Now, madam, obfcrve how he marches ia ftate: 
*** The mau with the kettle^um enters the gate : 
** DuJ^ dub, adub„ dv^^ Hne trumpeters follow, 
** Taiitara, tautara ; while all the boys hollo* 
^ See now comes the Captain all daub'd with gold 

** lace: 
^ OU! tj^ (weet gjrfttlem»i) ! l&okU^hii£M(^; 
Vol. VUL D ^ Apfl 
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And fee how he rides like a lord of the land. 
With the fine flaming fword that he holds in his 

" hand ; 
And his horfe, the dear crcter^ it prances and 



" rears; 



" With ribbons in knots at its tall and its ears : 
" At laft comes the troop, by word of command, 
" Drawn up in our court j when the Captain cries, 

" Stand ! 
" Your Ladyftiip lifts up the fafh to be feen, 
" For fure I had dizen'd you out like a queen. 
** The Captain, to fhew he is proud of the favour, 
" Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 

" beaver; 
** (His beaver is cock'd \ pray, madam, mark that, 
" For a Captain of horfe never takes oflT his hat, 
" Becaufe he has never a hand that is idle, 
" For the right holds the fword, and the left holds 

" the bridle.) 
** Then flouriihes thrice his fword in the air, 
" As a compliment due to a lady fo fair ; 
" (How I tremble to think of the blood it has fpilt X) 
" Then he lowers down the point, and kiffesthe 

^ hilt. 
" Your Ladyfhip fmiles, and thus you begin ; 
" Pray, Captain, be pleasM to alight and walk in/' 
" The Captain falutes you with congee profound, 
** And your Ladyfhip cuftfies half, way, to the 

." ground. ^ \ 

^\ Kit, run tq your msAer, and bid him come- 

" to us, 
"I'm fure he'll be projd of the honour you do us, 

" And, 
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*' And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to ftay, 
•' And take a Ihort dinner here with us to-day : * 
*' You're heartily welcome; but as for good cheer. 
You come in the very worft time of the year ; 
If I had expeded fo worthy a gueft — " 
" Lord ! madam ! your Ladyfhip fure is in jeft : 
" You banter me, madam; the kingdom muft 
" grant — " 
You officers, Captain, are fo complaifant 1" 
" Hift,hu{ry,I think I hear fomebody coming — ** 
No, madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 
To fliorten my tale (for I hate a long ftory) 
The Captain at dinner appears in his glory; 
** The Dean and the * Dodtor hath humbled their 

" pride, 
" For the Captain's entreated to fit by your fide ; 
** And, becaufe he's their betters, you carve for 

" him firft ; 
** The Parfons for envy are ready to burft* 
" The fervants amaz'd are fcarce ever able 

To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 
And Molly and I have thruft in our nofe, 
To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo'es. 
Dear madam, be fure he's a fine fpoken man. 
Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue 






4i 



" ran; 



And, madam, fays he, if fiich dinners you give. 
You'll ne'er want for Parfons as long as you live. 
I ne'er knew a Parfon without a good nofe : 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes : 

• Do^or Jin^/f a clergyman in Ac neig hbgwrhood. 

D 2 '' G-^ 
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" G^^d 4-*H mc ! they bid us reform and repent, 
^ But, z--s! by their looks they never keep Lent i 
" Mifter Curate, for all your grave looks I*ni 

*' afraid 
** You caft a fhcep's eye on her Ladyfhip's maid : 
^* I wifh fhe would lend you her pretty white hand 
*• In mending your caffock, and fmoothing your 

" band, 
" (For the Dean was fo ftiabby, and look'd like a 

" ninny, 
" That the Captain fupposM he was Curate to Jinny) 
" Whenever you fee a caffock and gown, 
*• A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 
" Obferve how a Parfon comes into a room ; 
** G — d d — n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom j 
*' A fcholard, when juft from his college broke 

'' loofe, 
*' Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goofe ; 
** Your * No veds, and Bluturcks, and Omurs, and 

« fluff, 
" By G — , they don't Agnify this pinch of fnuff. 
*^ To give a young gentleman right education, 
" The army's the only good fchool in the nation; 
** My fchool-mafter call'd me a dunce and a fool, 
*^ But at cuffs I was always the cock of the fchool ; 
" I never could take to my book for the blood o'me. 
*' And the puppy confefsM he expedcd no good o'me. 
** He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 
" But he mauFd me, I ne'er was fo maul'd in 

*' my life : 

« So 
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*^ So I took to the road, and, what's very odd, 
" The firft man I robb'd was a Parfon, by G — . 
•* Now, madam, you'll think it a ftrange thing 

" to fay, 
^* But the fight of a book makes me fick to this day^" 
" Never fince I was born did I hear fo much wit, 
^* And, madam, 1 laughM till I thought I fhould 

'' fplit. 
** So then you lookM fcornful, and fnift at the Dean, 
" As who fhould fay, " Now, am I f fkinny and 

" lean r 
** But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 
" And the Dodor was plaguily down in the hips.'* 

Thus mercilefs Hannah ran on in her talk. 
Till {he heard the Dean call, " Will your Ladyfhip 

" walkr' 
Her Ladyfhip aufwers, " I'm jufl coming down :'* 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown. 
Although it wa$ pkin in her heart (he was glad^ 
Cry'd, " HulTy, why fure the wench is gone mad ! 
" How could thefe chimeras get into your brains? — 
*' Come hither, and take this old gown for your 

" pains. 
^* But the Dean, if this fecret fhould come to his ears, 
" Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers : 
*^ For your life, not a word of the matter I charge ye : 
•* Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.'* 

t Nick-names for njy lady. 
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T O D E A N S W I F T. 
BY SIR ARTHUR ACHESON. 

00 D qaufc have I to fing and vapour, 
For I am landlord to the Drapier : 
He, that of every ear's the charmer, 
Now pondefcends to be my farmer, 
And grace my villa with his drains ; 
Lives fuch a bard on Britifh plains ? 
No ; not in all the Britifh court ; 
For none but witlings there refort, 
Whofe names and wprjcs (though dead) are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad ; 
And, fure as monument of brafs. 
Their fame to future time (hall pafs ; 
How, with a weakly warbling tongue. 
Of brazen knight they vainly fung ; 
A fubjedt for their genius fit ; 
He dares defy both fenfe and wit. 
What dares he not? He can, we know It, 
A laureat make that is no poet ; 
A judge, without the leaft pretence 
To common law, or common fenfe ; 
A bifhop that is no divine ; 
And coxcombs in red ribbons fhine : 
Nay, he can make, what's greater far, 
A middle-ftate 'twixt peace and war ; 
And fay, there Ihall, for years together, 
Bib peace an4 w^r, and both, and neither, 

Happy, 
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Happy, O Market-hill ! at leaft. 
That court and courtiers have no tafte : 
You never elfe had known the Dean, 
But as of old, obfcurely lain ; 
All things gone on the fame dull track, 
And Drapier's-hill * been ftill Drumlack ; 
But now your name with Penfhurft vies, • 

And wing'd with fame fhall reach the ikies. 



D R A P I E R'S-H I L L. 

TX7E give the world to underftand. 

Our thriving Dean has purchased land ; 
A purchafe, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year j 
Provided, to improve the ground, 
He will but add two hundred pound ; 
And, from his endlefs hoarded ftore. 
To build a houfe, five hundred more. 
Sir Arthur too fhall have his will. 
And call the manfion Drapier's Hill : 
That, when a nation, long enflav'd. 
Forgets by whom it once was fav'd j 
When none the Drapier's praife fliall (ing, 
His figns aloft no longer fwing, 

• The Dean gave this name to a farm called Drumlack, which 
he rented of Sir Arthur Achefon, whofe feat lay between that and 
Market-hill ; and intended to build a hgufc upon it, but after- 
W^ds changed his mind. 

D 4 His 
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His medals and his prints forgotten, 
And all his * handkerchiefs are rotten, 
His famous Letters made wafte-paper. 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier ; 
In fpitc of envy, flourifh ftill, 
And Drapier's vie with Cooper's hill. 



THE DEAN'S REASONS 
FOR NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIER^S HILL, 

T WILL not build on yonder mount : 

•^ And, ftiould you call me to account, 

CbnfuMng with myfelf, I find. 

It was no levity of mind. 

Whatever I promised or intended. 

No fault of mine, the fcheme is ended : 

Nor can you tax me as unfteady, 

I have a hundred caufes ready: ^ 

All rifen fince that flattering time, 

When Drapier's-hill appearM in rhyme, 

I am, as now too late I find. 
The greateft cully of mankind ; 
The lowell boy in Martin's fchool 
May turn and wind me like a fool. 
How could I form fo wild a vifion, 
To feek, in deferts, Fields Elyfian ? 

^ Medals were caft^ many figns hung up, and handkercHiefs 
made with devices, in honour of the Pean, under the name of 
M. B. Prapier* 

To 
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To live Ia fear, fufpictoh, vaHnnce, 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbariam ? 

But here my Lady will objeft ; 
Your Dearifhip ought to recoiled. 
That, near the Knight of Gtr^ford placM, 
Whom you allow a man of tafte. 
Your intervals of time to fpend 
With fo converfable a friend, 
It would act fignify a pin 
Whatever climate you were iti. 

'Tis true, but what advantage come* 
To me from all a ufurer's plumbs ; 
Though 1 ffioiild fee him twice a day, 
And am his tieighbour crofs the way; 
If all my rhetoric muft fail 
To ftrike him for a pot of ale'f 

Thus, when the learned and the wife 
Conceal their talents from oar eyes, 
. And from deferving friends with-hold 
Their gifts, as mifers do their gold j 
Their knowledge to themfelves confined 
Is the fame avarice of mind ; 
Nor makes their converfation better. 
Than if they never knew a letter. 
Such is the fate of (Josford^s Knight, 
Who keeps his wifiiom out of fight j 
Whofe uncommunicative heart 
Will fcarce one precious word impart : 
Still rapt in fpeculations deep. 
His outward fenfes faft afleep ; 
Who, while 1 talk, a fong will hum. 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum ; 

Be^otvd 
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Beyond the ikies tranfports his mind, 
And leaves a lifelefs corpfe behind. 

But, as for me, who ne'er could clamber high. 
To underftand Malebranche or Cambray ; 
Who fend my mind (as I believe) lefs 
Than others do, on errands fleevelefs ; 
Can liften to a tale humdrum. 
And with attention read Tom Thumb j 
My fpirits with my body progging. 
Both hand in hand together jogging ; 
Sunk over head and ears in matter. 
Nor can of metaphyfics fmatter ; 
Am more diverted with a quibble 
Than dream of words intelligible ; 
And think all notions too abflraded 
Are like the ravings of a qrackt head ; 
What intercourfe of minds can be 
Betwixt the Knight fublime and me, 
If when I talk, as talk I muft. 
It is but prating to a buft ? 

Where friendfhip is by Fate defign'd. 
It forms a union in the mind 4 
But here I differ from the Knight 
In every point, like black and white : 
For non? can fay that ever yet 
We both in one opinion met : 
Not in philofophy, or ale ; 
In Hate-affairs, or planting cale ; 
In rhetoric, or picking flraws ; 
In roafting larks, or making laws ; 
In public fchemes, or catching flies j 
In parliaments, or pudding-pies* 

The 
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The neighbours wonder why the Knight 
Should in a country life delight. 
Who not one pleafure entertains 
To cheer the folitary fcenes : 
His guefts are few, his vifits rare ; 
Nor ufes time, nor time will fpare ; 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowls. 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls j 
But, feated in an eafy chair, 
Delpifes exercife and air. 
His rural walks he ne'er adorns ; 
Here poor Pomona fits on thorns : 
And there negleded Flora fettles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Thofe thanklefs and officious cares 

I usM to take in friends' affairs. 

From which I never could refrain. 

And have been often chid in vain : 

From thefe I am recovered quite. 

At leafl in what regards the Knight. 

Preferve his health, his flore increafe ; 

May nothing interrupt his peace ! 

But now let all his tenants round 

Firfl milk his cows, and after, pound : 

Let every cottager confpire 

To cut his hedges down for fire : 

The naughty boys about the village 

His crabs and floes may freely pillage : 

He flill may keep a pack of knaves 

To fpoil his work, and work by halves : 

His meadows may be dug by fwine. 

It fhall be no concern of mine ; 

For 
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For why fliould I continue ftill 
To ferve a friend againft his will ? 



A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEA 

In the Pcrfon of a Lady in the North*. 1730. 

-n ES OLV'D my gratitude to (how, 
*^ Thrice reverend Dean, for all I owe. 
Too long I have my thanks delayed ; 
Your favours left too long unpaid ; 
But now, in all our fex's name, 
My artlefs Mufe fhall fing your fame. 

Indulgent you to female kind. 
To all their weaker fides are blind : 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 
Would foon reftore our ancient reign j 
How well, to win the ladies hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts! 
How have I felt my fpirits raisM, 
By you fo oft', fo highly prais'd ! 
Transformed by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiful, and young, 
I hope to quit that aukward ihame, 
AfFe£ted by each vulgar dame. 
To modefty a weak pretence ; 
And foon grow pert on men of fenfe ; 
To fhew my face with fcornful air ;' 
Let others match it, if they dare. 

• The lady of Sir Aithsr Achelbn* 

Impatlei 
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Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, who humbly deigns to choofe 
Me for the fubjcdl of his Mufe ! 
Behind my back, before my nofe, 
He founds my praife in vcrfc and profe. 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you fuitable returns : 
My gratitude the world Ihall know : 
And fee, the printer's boy below ; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift ; 
" A Panegyrick on Dean Swift !'* 
And then to mend the matter ftill, 
" By Lady Anne of Market-hill!" 

I thus begin : My grateful Mufe 
Salutes the Dean in different views ; 
Dean, butler, ufher, jefter, tutor; 
* Robert and Darby's coadjutor : 
And, as you in commiffion fit. 
To rule the dairy next to f Kit 

In each capacity I mean 
To fing your praife. And firfl as Dean : 
Envy mufl own, you underfland your 
Precedence, and fupport your grandeur : 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 
Except to give Dean Daniel place. 
In you fuch dignity appears. 
So fuited to your flate and years ! 
With ladies what a ftrift decorum ! 
With what devotion you adore 'eml 

• The names of two overfeers, 
t My lady'a footman. 

2 Treat 
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Treat me with fo much complaifance, 
As fits a prineefs in romance ! 
By your example and afliftance, 
The fellows learn to know their diftance. 
Sir Arthur, fmce you fet the pattern. 
No longer calls me fnipe and flattem ; 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke. 
Offend me with the leaft rebuke. 

Proceed we to your * preaching next ; 
How nice you fplit the hardeft text ! 
How your fuperior learning fhines 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At Beggar's Opera not fo full pit 
Is feen, as when you mount our pulpit. 

Confider now your converfation : 
Regardful of your age and ftation. 
You ne'er were known, by paffion ftirr'd, 
To give the leaft offenfive word : 
But ftill, whene'er you filence break. 
Watch every fyllable you fpeak : 
Your ftyle fo clear, and fo concife. 
We never afk to hear you twice. 
But then, a parfon fo genteel. 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So fine a gown, a band fo clean. 
As well become St. Patrick's Dean, 
Such reverential awe exprefs. 
That cow-boys know you by your drefs ! 
Then, if our neighbouring friends come here. 
How proud are we when you appear, 

* The author preached but once while he was there. 

With 
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With fuch addrefs and graceful port. 
As clearly fliews you bred at court? 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr. Dean, 
I lead you to a nobler fccne. 
When to the vault you walk in ftate. 
In quality of butler's-mate ; 
You next to * Dennis bear the fway : 
To you we often truft the key : 
Nor can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart : 
What pints may beft for bottles pais, 
Juft to give every man his glafs : ^ 

When proper to produce the beft ; 
And what may ferve a common gueft. 
With Dennis you did ne*er combine. 
Not you, to fteal your mafter's wine ; 
Except a bottle now and then. 
To welcome brother ferving-men i 
But that is with a good defign. 
To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine ; 
Your mafter's honour to maintain ; 
And get the like returns again. 

Your ufher's poft muft next be handled : 
How bleft am I by fuch a man led ! 
Under whofe wife and careful guardfhip 
I now defpife fatigue and hardlhip : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet. 
Though daggled round, I fcom to fret : 
From you my chamber-damfels learn 
My broken hofe to patch and darn. 

• The bader. 

Now 
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Now aa a jefter I accoft you ; 
Which never yet one friend has loft you* 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, 
How far to go, and when to fparc j 
By long experience grown fo wife. 
Of every tafte to know the fize ; 
There's none fo ignorant or weak 
To take offence at what you fpeak* 
Whene'er you joke, 'tis all a cafe 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grace ; 
With Teague O'Murphey, or an earl ; 
A duchefs, or a kitchen-girL 
With fuch dexterity you fit 
Their feveral talents with your wit, 
That Moll the chamber-maid caa fmoke. 
And Gahagan f take every joke. 

I now become your humble fuitor 
To let me praife you as my tutor. 
Poor I, a favage bred and born^ 
By you inftru<3:ed every morn^ 
Already have improved fo well. 
That I have almoft learnt to fpell : 
The neighbours, who come here to dinc^ 
Admire to hear me fpeak fo fine^ 
How envioufly the ladies look. 
When they furprizc me at my book ! 
And fure as they're alive at night 
As foon as gone will ilxow their fpite : 
Good lord! what can my Lady mean, 
Converfing with that rufty Dean J 

t The clown that cat down the old thorn at Market-Hill. 

She's 



A PANEGYRIGK ON THE DEAN* 49 

She's grown fo nice, alid fo penurious^ 
With Socrates and Epicurius ! 
How could (he fit the live-long day^ 
Yet never afk us once to play ? 

But I admire yDur patience mdft j 
That when Vm duller than a poft, 
Nor can the plaiiieft ^vord pronounce, 
You neither jfume^ nor fret j nor flounce J 
Are fo indulgent) and fo mild| 
As if I were a darling child* 
So gentle is your whole proceeding; 
That I could fpend my life in reading; 

You merit new employments daily : 
Our thatcher^ ditcher, gardener, baily; 
And to a genius fo extenfive 
No work is grievous or ofFenfive : 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient flyes J 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
To banifh rats that haimt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dean^ 
To keep our poultry fweet and clean ; 
To fweep the manfiori-houfe they dwell in^ 
And cure the relink unfavbry fmelling. 

Now enter as the dairy hand-maid : 
Such charming * butter never man madci* 
Let others with fanatic face 
Talk of their milk fot babes of grace j 

* Awiy'ofmakihg butter for breakfaft, by filling & botde with 
Cresitn, and ihaking it till the butter comes. 

Vol. Vni^ E From 
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From tubs their fnuffling nonfenfe utter ; 
Thy milk fhall make us tubs of butter. 
The bifhop with his foot may bum it *, 
But with his hand the Dean can churn it. 
How are the fervants overjoyed / 
To fee thy Deanfliip thus employed ! 
Irtftead of poring on a book, 
Providing butter for the cook ! 
Three morning-hours you tofs and fhake 
The bottle till your fingers ake : 
Hard is the toil, nor fmall the art. 
The butter from the whey to part : 
Behold a frothy fubftance rife ; 
Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 
The butter comes, our fears are ceasM ; 
And out you fqueeze an ounce at leaft. 

Your Reverence thus, with like fuccelS, 
(Nor is your fkill or labour lefs) 
When bent upon fome fmart lampoon. 
Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; 
Which, in its jumblings round the (ku!!. 
Dilates and makes the vefTel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at firfl, 
Vou think your giddy head will butft; 
But, fqueezing out four lines in rhyme. 
Are largely paid for all your time. 

But you have rais'd your generous mind 
To works of more exatted kind. 
Palladio was not half fo Ikill'd in 
The grandeur or the art of buitding* 

• It is a common faying, when the milk burns-to, that the devil 
Or the bifhop has fet his foot in it. 

Twc 
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Two temples of magnific fize ' 
Attradt the curious traveller's eyes^ 
That might be envy'd by the Gf eeks J 
RaisM Up by you in twenty weeks : 
Here gentle goddefs Cloacine 
Receives all offerings at her flirine; 
In feparate cells, the he's and (he's^ 
Here pay their vows with bended kn^es t 
For 'tis prophane when fexes mingle. 
And every nymph muft Miter fmgle ; 
And when (he feels an inward motion. 
Come fiU'd with reverence and devotion* 
The bafhful maid^ to hide her blufh, 
Shall creep no more behind a bufh ; 
Here unobferv'd fhe boldly goes, 
As who fhould fayj to pluck a rofe. 

Ye, who frequent this hallowed fcene^ 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean ; 
But duly^ ere you leave your ftation. 
Offer to him a pure libation^ 
Or of his own or Smedley's lay. 
Or billet-douxj or lock of hay : 
And, O ! may all who hither come^ 
Return with unpolluted thumb ! 

Yetj when ydur lofty domes I praife^ 
I figh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raife my ftyle. 
And fweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, boimteous goddefs Cloacine, 
To temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe. 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath ? 

E 2 When 
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When Saturn rul'd the Ikies alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown) 
This earthly globe, to thee affignM, 
Receiv'd the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand altars fmoaking round 
Were built to thee with offerings crown'd : 
And here thy daily votaries plac'd 
Their facrifice with zeal and hafte : 
The margin of a purling ftream 
Sent up to thee a grateful fteam ; 
Though fometimes thou wert pleas'd to wink. 
If Naiadsi fwept them from the brink: 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 
The ihelter of a fhady grove ; 
Or ofFer'd in fome flowery vale. 
Were, wafted by a gentle gale, 
There many a flower abfterfive grew. 
Thy favourite flowers of yellow hue ; 
The crocus and the daflfodil, 
The cowflip foft, and fweet jonquil. 

But when at laft ufurping Jove 
Old Saturn from his empire drove ; 
Then gluttony, with greafy paws 
Her napkin pinnM up to her jaws. 
With watery chaps, and wagging chin, 
BracM like a drum her oily fkin ; 
Wedg*d in a fpaciouS elbow-chair. 
And on her plate a treble fhare, 
As if Ihe ne'er could haVe enough. 
Taught harmlefs man to cram ^nd fluff. 
She fent her prieft in wooden flioes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos } 

Inftead 
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Inftead of wholefome bread and cheefe, 
To drefs their foups and fricaffees ; 
And, for our home-bred Britifh cheer, 
Botargo, catfup, and caveer. 

Tl^is bloated harpy, fprung from hell, 
Confin'd thee, goddefs, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb that impious line, 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
Firft, lolling floth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale dropfy with a fallow face. 
Her belly burft, and flow her pace : 
And lordly gout, wrapt up in furr : 
And wheezing afthma, loth to ftir : 
VoluptiiOus ekfe, the child of wealth, 
Infeding thus our hearts by ftealth, 
None feek thee now in open air. 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But, in their cells and vaults obfcene 
Prefent a facrifice unclean ; 
From whence unfavoury vapours rofe, 
OfFenfive to thy nicer nofe. 
Ah ! who, in our degenerate days, 
As nature prompts, his ofFeripg pays I 
Here nature never difference made 
Between the fceptre ai^d ^he fpade. 

Ye great-ones, why will ye difdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in laz;y pride 
Your altars near yp^r copches fide ; 
When from the homelieft earthen ware 
Are fent up offerings more flncere, 

E 3 T¥t\ 
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Than where the haughty dutchefs locks 
Her fihrer vafe in cedartrbox ? 

Yet fome devotion ftill remains 
Among our harmlefs northern fwains, 
Whofe offerings, plac'd in golden ranks, 
Adorn our cryftal rivers' banks j 
Nor feldom grace the flowery downs, 
With fpiral tops and copple-crowns ; 
Or gilding in a funny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
So, poets fmg, with golden bougl^ 
The Trojan herp paid his vow. 

Hither, by lucklefs error led, 
The crude confiftence oft' I tread ; 
Here, when my flioes are out of cafC| 
Uijweeting gild the tarnifh'd lace ; 
Here, by the ikcred bramble ting'd| 
My petticoat i^ doubly fring'd. 

Be witnpfs for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb'd thee with defign ; 
J>Jor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To wafh thy injur'd offering out. 

But flop, ambitious Mufe, in time. 
Nor dwell on fubje£ts too fublime.- 
In vain on lofty heels I tread, 
Afpiring to exalt my head ; 
With hod^ expanded wide arid light, 
In vain I 'tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus in a midnight dream 
Accofling faid^ " Go i|xake your aeam *•'■ 

* In d^e l^ottlci to make butter. 

,. .... , . ... > .. ^^ 
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Be humbly minded, know your poft ; 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaft^ 
Thee beft befits a lowly ftyle : 
Teach Dennis how to ftir the * guile : 
With f Peggy Dixon thoughtful fit, 
Contriving for the pot and ipit 
Take down thy proudly fwelling fails, 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nails : 
At nicely carving fhew thy wit ; 
But ne'er prefume to eat a bit : 
Turn every way thy watchful eye, 
And every gueft be fure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be thefe thy arts j nor higher aim 
Tlian what befits a rural dame. 
But Cloacina, goddefs bright. 

Sleek claims her as his right : 

And Smedley, flower of all divines, 
Shall fing the Dean in Smedley's lines. 

TWELVE ARTICLES. 

I, T EST it may more quarrels breed, 
I will never hear you read. 

IL By difputing, I will never. 

To convince you, once endeavour. 

III. When a paradox you ftick to, 
I will never contradi£l: you. 

♦ The quantity of ale or beer brewed at pnc time, 
t Mrs. DixoDi the houfekeeper. 

E 4 W. Wkca 
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IV. When I talk, and you are heedlefs, 
1 will fhew no anger needlefs. 

y. When your fpeeches are abfurd, 
I will pe'er objed a word. 

VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
I will grieve, and hold my tongue^ 

VII. Not a jeft or humourous ftory 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
TTo be chidden for explaining. 
When you quite miftake the meaning, 

VIII- Never more will I fuppofe, 

You can taftc my verfe or profe. 

JX. You no more at me fhall fret, 
While I teach, and you forget? 

X. You fhall never beaj: me thunder. 
When you blunder on, and blunder^ 

XI. Shew your poverty of fjpirit. 

And in drefs pjace all your iperit j 
Giye yourfelf ten thoufand airs ; 
That with me ihall break no fquares, 

XII. Never will I give advice. 

Till you pleaf§ to afk me thrice ; 
Which, if you in fcorn rejedt, 
'Twill be juft as I expert. 

Thus we both fhall have our ends, 
Aa4 continue J^ecial friends. 

THE 
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THE REVOLUTION 
AT MARKET. HILL. 1730. 

Tj^ROM diftant regions Fortune fends 

^ An odd triumvirate of friends ; 

Where Phoebus pays a fcanty ftipend, 

Where never yet a codlin ripen'd : 

Hither the frantic goddefs draws 

Three fufferers in a ruin'd caufe : 

By fadion banifh'd, here unite, 

A Dean *, a Spaniard f, and a Knight $ ; 

Unite, but on conditions cruel j 

The Dean and Spaniard find it too well, 

Condemn'd to live in fervice hard ; 

On either fide his honour's guard : 

The Dean to guard his honour's back, 

Muft build a caftle at Drumlack; 

The Spaniard, fore againfl his will, 

Muft raife a fprt at Market-hill. 

And thus the pair of humble gentry 

At north and fouth are pofted centry ; 

While, in his lordly caftle fixt. 

The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt : 

And, what the wretches moft refent. 

To be his flaves, muft pay him rent j 

• Dr. Swift. 

t CoL Harry Leflie, who ferved and lived long in Spain. 

J Sir Anhur Achcfon, 

Attend 
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Attend him daily as their chief. 
Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 
Oh, Fortune ! 'tis a fcandal for thee 
To fmile on thofe who are leaft worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His flaves have ten times more than he. 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia ! 
The Dean and Spaniard muft reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enough rings ; 
Where are thy fervices and fufferings ? 
What if for nothing once you kift, 
Againft the grain, a monarch's fift ? 
What if, among the courtly tribe. 
You loft a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year. 
And fierce againft the Whigs harangu'd ? ' 
You never ventur'd to be hang'd. 
How dare you treat your betters thus t 
Are you to be compar'd with us ? 

Come, Spaniard, let us from our faritis 
Call forth our cottagers to arms j 
Our forces let us both unite. 
Attack the foe at left and right; 
From Market-hiirs exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led ; 
While I from Drapier's-mount defcend, 
And to the fouth my fquadrons bend. 
New-riverrwalk with friendly Ihade 
Shall keep my hoft in ambufcade i 
While you, from where the bafon ftands, 
Shall fcale the rampart with your bands. 

4 Nor 
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Nor need we doubt the fort to win j 

I hold Intelligence within. 

True, Lady Anne no danger fears. 

Brave as the Upton fan fhe wears ; 

Then, left upon our firft attack 

Her valiant arm fhould force us back, 

And we of all our hopes deprived ; 

I have a ftratagem contrived. 

By thefe embroider'd high-heel'd ihoes 

She fhall be caught as in a noofe; 

So well contrivM her toes to pinch. 

She'll not have power to ftir an inch : 

Thefe gaudy ftioes muft Hannah place 

Diredt before her lady's face ; 

The fhoes put 9n, our faithful portrefs 

Admits us in, to ftorm the fortrefs; 

While torturM Madam bound remains. 

Like Montezume, in golden chains j 

Or like a cat with walnuts fhod 

Stumbling at every ftep flie trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's ifle. 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

The mimic animal amufe ; 

They place before him gloves and fhoes ; 

Which when the brute puts aukward on, 

All his agility is gone : 

In vain to frifKi or climb he tries ; 

The huntfmeii feize the grinning prize. 

But let us on our firft aflault 
Secure the larder and the vault: 
The valiant Pennis * you muft fix on. 
And I'll engage with Peggy Dixon f : 

f The butler. t The houfckceper. 
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Then, if we once can feize the key 
And cheft, that keeps my lady*s tea. 
They muft furrender at difcretion ; 
And, foon as we have gained poffeffion. 
We'll adk as other conquerors do. 
Divide the realm between us two : 
Then (let me fee) we'll make the Knight 
Our clerk, for he can read and write j 
But muft not think, I tell him that. 
Like Lorimer * to wear his hat : 
Yet, when we dine without a friend. 
We'll place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whofe fkill does all in drefs lie. 
May ferve to wait on Mrs, Leflie j 
But, left it might not be fo proper 
That her own maid fhould over-top her. 
To mortify the creature more, 
We'll take her heels five inches lowen 

For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 
'Twill be our intereft to get rid of her : 
And, when we execute our plot, 
'Tis beft to hang her on the ipot j 
As all your politicians wife 
pifpatch the rogues by whom they rife. 

♦ The agent. 
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T R A U L U S. 
A DIALOGUE 

BET WEE N 

TOM AND ROBIN. 1730. 

THE FIRST PART. 

ToM.CAY, Robin, what can Tranlus * mean 
By bellowing thus againft the Dean ? 
Why does he call him paltry fcribbler, 
Papift, and Jacobite, and Libeller ; 
Yet cannot prove a fmgle fad: ? 

Robin. Forgive him, Tom: his head is crackt, 

T. What mifchief can the Dean have done him. 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
Why muft he fjputter, Ipawl, and flaver it 
In vain againft the people's favourite? 
Revile that nation-faving paper, 
Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier ? 

R. Why, Tom, I think the cafe is plain ; 
Party and fpleen have turn'd his brain. 

T. Such friendftiip never man profefl. 
The Dean was never fo careft; 
For Traulus long his rancour nurs'd. 
Till, God knows why, at laft it burft* 
That clumfy outfide of a porter. 
How could it thus conceal a courtier? 

R. I own, appearances are bad j 
Yet ftill infift the man is mad. 

T. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to diftinguifti friends from foes j 
f Lord Allen. D. S. 
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And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about, 
He ftill has gratitude and fap'ence, 
To fpare the folks that give him ha'pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random pifles, 
But turns afide like mad Ulyfles : 
While Traulus all his ordure fcatters 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 

R. Why, Tom, the man has loft his wits. 

T. Agreed : and yet, when Towzer fnaps 
At people's heels with frothy chaps. 
Hangs down his head, and drops his tail. 
To fay he's mad, will not avail ; 
The neighbours all cry, " Shoot him dead, - 
^* Hang, drown, or knock him on the head.'* 
So Traulus, when he firft harangu'd, 
I wonder why he was not hangM j 
For of the two, without difpute, 
Towzer's the lefs offenfive brute. 

R. Tom, you miftake the matter quite j 
Your barking curs will feldom bite ; 
And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut-er, 
He barks as faft as he can utter. 
He prates in fpite of all impediment, 
While none believes that what he faidhe meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come* 
He call's you rogue j there's nothing in it, 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
" Begs leave to rail, but, d — n his blood ! 
" He only pieant it for your good : 

« His 
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" His friendfhip was exadly tim'd, 

** He fhot before your foes were prim'd* 

*^ By this contrivance, Mr. Dean ; 

c< By G— ! rU bring you oflf as clean—** 

Then let lum ufe you e'er fb rough, 

** 'Twas all for love," and that's enough. 

But, though he fputter through a feffion. 

It never makes the leaft impreffion : 

"Whatever he ipeaks for madnefs goes, 

"With no effed on friends or foes. 

T. The fcrubbieft cur in all the pack 
Can fet the maftifF on your back. 
I own, his madnefs is a jeft. 
If that were all. But he's poffeft. 
Incarnate with a thoufand imps, 
To work whofe ends his madnefs pimps } 
Who o'er ^ach firing and wire prefide, 
Fill every pipe, each motion guide ; 
Direding every vice we find 
In Scripture, to the devil afEgn'd ; 
Sent from the dark infernal region. 
In him they lodge, and make him legion. 
Of brethren he's a falfe accufer ; 
A flanderer, traitor, and feducer ; 
A fawning^ bafe, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or, grant him but a drone at bell j 
A drone can raife a hornet's neft. 
The Dean had felt their flings before ; 
And muft their malice ne'er give o'er ? 
Still fwarm and buzz about his nofe ? 
But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 

A pa- 
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A patriot is a dangerous poft. 

When wanted by his country moft ; 

Perverfely comes in evil times, 

Where virtues are imputed crimes* 

His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant ; 

A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What fpirit, fince the world began^ 
Could always bear to ftrive with man ? 
Which God pronounc'd, he never would^ 
And foon convinc'd them by a flood. 
Yet ftill the Dean on freedom raves ; 
His fpirit always ftrives with flaves. 
'Tis time at laft to fpare his ink, 
And let them rot, or hang, or fmk. 
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THE SECOND PART. 



^T^RAULUS, of amphibious breed, 
* Motley fruit of mungril feed ; 
By the dam from lordlings fprung. 
By the fire exhal'd from dung : 
Think on every vice in both. 
Look on him, and fee their growth. 

View him on the mother*s fide, 
Fill'd with falfehood, fpleen, and pride j 
Politive and over-bearing, 
Changing ftill, and ftill adhering ; 
Spiteful, peevifti, rude, untoward. 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 

When 
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When his friends he moft is hard on, 

Cringing comes to beg their pardon j 

Reputation ever tearing, 

Ever deareft friendlhip fwearing ,' 

Judgment weak, and paffion ftrong. 

Always various, always wrong ; 

Provocation never waits. 

Where he loves, or where he hates ; 

Talks whatever comes in his head ; 

Wiflies it were all unfaid. 

Let me now the vices trace. 
From the father's fcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the Mufe an anfwer 
From his atavus and grandfire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel. 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greafy clumfy liiien 
In his drefs and figure feen ; 
Hence the mean and fordid foul, 
Like his body, rank and foul ; 
Hence that wild fufpicious peep, 
Like a rogue that fteals a flieep ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's guile, 
How to cut your thfoat and fmile ; 
Like a butcher, doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife ; 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Laftly, let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrow'd from the mafon's fide : 

Vol. VIIL F Some 
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Some perhaps may think him able 
In the ftate to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a ftation 
To deftroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I fhould be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend ! 
In him tell me which prevail. 
Female vices moft, or male ? 
What produced him, can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps, of hell ? 



ROBIN AND HARRYS 

T^ OB IN to beggars with a curfe. 

Throws the laft fhilling in his purfe; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay. 
The rogue muft call another day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are prefling. 
Gives them a penny, and God's bleffing ; ■ 
But, always careful of the main. 
With two-pence left, walks home in rain. 

Robin, from noon to night, w^ill prate, 
Run-out in tongue, as iii eftate : 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day. 
Will not have one new thing to fay. 
Much talking is not Harry's vice : 
He need not tell a ftory twice : 

* Sons of Dr. LcjQie. Hany was a colonel In the Spaniih ferviceu^ 
6 And, 
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And, if he always be fb thrifty, 
His fund may laft to five and fifty* 

It fo fell out, that cautious Harry, 
As foldiers ufe, for love muft marry, 
And, with his dame, tht ocean croft ; 
(All for Love, or the World well Loft !) 
Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 
Juft big enough to fhelter two in j 
And in his houfe, if any body come. 
Will make them welcome to his modicum. 
Where Goody Julia milks the cows, 
And boils potatoes for her fpoufe ; 
Or darns his hofe, or mends his breeches. 
While Harry's fencing up his ditches. 

Robin, who ne'er his mind could fix 
To live without a coach and fix, 
To patch his broken fortunes, found 
A miftrefs worth five thoufand pound j 
Swears he could get her in an hour. 
If Gaffer Harry would endow her ; 
And fell, to pacify his wrath, 
A birth-right for a mefs of broth. 

Young Harry, as all Europe knows, 
Was long the quinteffence of beaux ; 
But, when efpous'd, he ran the fate 
That muft attend the marry'd ftate ; 
From gold brocade and fhining armour, 
Was metamorphosM to a farmer ; 
His grazier's coat with dirt befmear'd ; 
Nor twice a week will fliave his beard. 

^ Old Robin, all his youth a floven. 
At fifty-two, w^hen he grew loving, 

F 2 Clad 
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Clad in a coat of paduafoy, 
A flaxen wig, and waiftcoat gay, 
Powder'd from fhoulder down to flank. 
In* courtly fl:yle addreflfes Frank ; 
Twice ten years older than his wife. 
Is doomM to be a beau for life; 
Supplying thofe defe<3s by drefs. 
Which I muft leave the world to guels. 



TO BETTY THE GRIZETTE. 173a 

QUEEN of wit and beauty, Betty ! 
^ever may the Mufe forget ye : 
How thy face charms every fliepherd. 
Spotted over like a leopard ! 
And thy freckled neck, dilplay'd, 
Envybreeds in every maid ; 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 
Or on parchment ink^urn'd yellow; 
Or a tawny fpeckled pippin, 
ShrivelM with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus difpatch'd. 
Let me praife thy wit unmatched. 

Sets of phrafes, cut and dry, 
Evei'more thy tongue fupply. 
And thy memory is loaded 
With old fcraps from plays exploded : 
Stocked with repartees and jokes, 
Suited to all chrifl:ian folks : 
Shreds of wit, and fenfelefs rhymes, 
Blundered out a thoufand times. 

1 Nor 
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Nor wilt thou of gifts be fparing, 
Which can ne'a* be worfe for wearing. 
Picking wit among collegians. 
In the play-houfe upper regions ; 
Where, in eighteen-penny gallery, 
Irifli nymphs learn Irifh raillery : 
But thy merit is thy failing. 
And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endued . 
To be fcurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raife your fnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout j 
This among Hibernian afles 
For fheer wit and humour pafles. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit. 
Swears you have a world of wit. 



^ DEATH AND DAPHNE. 

TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY, 
BUT EXTREMELY LEAN, 1730, 

TTNEATH went upon a folemn day 
''^"^ At Pluto's hall his court to pay ; 
The phantom, having humbly kift 
His grifly monarch's footy fill, 
Prefented him the weekly bills 
Of dodorsj fevers, plagues, and pills, 
pluto, obferving fmce the peace 
The burial-articlQ decreafe, 
And, vext to fee affairs mifcarry, 
PecUr'd \n cpuncil, Death muft marry j 

F 3 VoVd 
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VowM he no longer could fupport 

Old batchelors about his court ; 

The intereft of his realm had need 

That Death fhould get a numerous breed ; 

Young Deathlings, who, by practice made 

Proficient in their father's trade. 

With colonies might flock around 

His large dominions under grounds 

A confulr of coquettes below 
Was caird, to rig him out a beau : 
From her own head Megsera takes 
A periwig of twifted fnakes j 
Which in the niceft fafhion curl'd, 
(Like toupets of this upper world) 
With flour of fulphur powderM well^ 
That graceful on his fhoulders fellj 
An adder of the fable kind 
In line dire£t hung down behind j 
The owl, the raven, and the ba^, 
Clubb'd for a feather to his hat ; 
His coat, a ufurer's velvet pall. 
Bequeathed to Pluto, coipfe and alL 
But, loth his perfon to expofe 
Bare, like a carcafc pickt by crows, 
A lawyer o'er his hands and f2i,ce 
Stuck artfully a parchment-qafe. 
No new-fluxt rake fhewM fairer Ikin j 
Nor Phyllis after lying-in^ 
With fnuff was fiU'd his ebon box. 
Of fhin-bones rotted by the pox. 
Nine fpirits of blafpheming fops. 
With aconite anoint his chops j 

And 
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And give him words of dreadful founds, 

G — d d — n his blood ! and b — d and w — ds ! 

Thus furnifh'd out, he fent his traia 
To take a houfe in Warwick-lane : 
The faculty, his humble friends, 
A coraplimental meflage fends : 
Their prefident in fcarlet gown 
Harangued, and welcomed him to town. 

But Death had bufinefs to difpatch ; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphne's fame, 
His majefty of terrors came, 
Fine as a colonel of the guards, 
To vifit where fhe fate at cards ; 
She, as he came into the room, 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 
And now her heart with pleafure jumps ; 
She fcarcp remembers what is trumps j 
For fuch a fliape of Ikin and bone 
Was never feen, except her own : 
CharmM with his eyes, and chin, and fnout, 
Her pocket-glafs drew (lily out ; 
And grew enamour'd with her phiz. 
As juft the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a private glance, 
And freely made the firft advance ; 
"VV^as of her beauty grown fo vain. 
She doubted not to win the fwain. 
Nothing (he thought could fooner gain him. 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 
She afk'd about her friends below ; 
This meagre fop, that batter'd beau : 

F 4 Whether 
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Whether fome late departed toafts 
Had got gallants among the ghofts ? 
If Cloe were a fharper ftill 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there muft aeeds be rooksf. 
For cards, we know, are Pluto's books) 
If Florimel had found her love, 
For whom fhe hang'd herfelf above ? 
How oft' a week was kept a ball 
By Proferpine at Pluto's hall ? 
She fancied thofe Elyfian fhades 
The fweeteft place for mafquerades: 
Hov7 pleafant on the banks of Styx, 
To troll it in a coach and fix ! 

What pride a female heart inflames ! 
How endlefs are ambition's aims ! 
Ceafe, haughty nymph ; the Fates decree 
Death muft not be a fpoufe for thee : 
For, when by chance the meagre fhade 
Upon thy hand hiss finger laid. 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 
His matrimonial fpirit fled ; 
He felt abovit his heart a damp. 
That quite extinguifh'd Cupid's lamp ; 
Away the frighted fpeftre feuds. 
And leaves my lady in the fudst 
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TNAPHNE knows, with equal eafe, 
■•'"^ How to vex and how to pleafe j 
But the folly of her fex . 
Makes her fole delight to vex. 
Never woman more devis'd 
Surer ways to be defpis'd : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding, 
Always conquer'd, never yielding. 
To difpute, her chief delight. 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick her arguments Hie lays on. 
And with cavils combats reafon; 
Anfwers in decifive way. 
Never hears what you can fay : 
Still her odd perverfenefs fhows 
Chiefly where flie nothing knows ; 
And, where fhe is moft familiar, 
Always peeviiher and lUlier : 
All her fpirits in a flame 
When ihe knows fhe's moft to bl2(Qie« 
Send me hence ten thoufand miles^ 
From a face that always fmiles : 
None could ever a6t that part. 
But a Fury in her heart. 
Ye who hate fuch inconfiftence, 
To be eafy, keep your diftance ; 
Qr in folly ftill befriend her, 
Put have no coi^cero to n^end h^r, 
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Lofe not time to contradi£t her. 
Nor endeavour to convift her. 
Never take it in your thought, 
That fhe'U own, or cure a fault,. 
Into contradidlion warm her, ^ 

Then, perhaps, you may reform her ^ 
Only take this rule along, 
Always to advife her wrong ; 
And reprove her when fhe*s right ; 
She may then grow wife for fpite. 

No — that fcheme will ne'er fucceed. 
She has better learnt her creed : 
She*s too cunning, and too fkilful, 
When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors. 
One for truthj and one for errors : 
That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful j 
This is flattering and delightful ; 
That fhe throws away as foul j 
^, Sits by this, to drefs her foul. 

Thus you have the cafe in view. 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he Ihould defpife thee I 
But will never more advife thee* 



THE 
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THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

A FABLE. BY DR. DELANY. 1730. 

** — Quis iniqux 
** Tain patiens urbis, tam fcrreus, uc tencat fc ?'* 

Juv. 

TN ancient times, as bards indite, 

(If clerks have conn'd the records right) 
A Peacock reign'd, whofe glorious fway 
His fubjedis with delight obey : 
His tail was beauteous to behold. 
Replete with goodly eyes and gold ; 
Fan: emblem of that Monarch's guife, 
Whofe train at once is rich and wife : 
And princely rul'd he many regions. 
And ftatefmen wife, and valiant legions. 

A Pheafant Lord *, above the reft. 
With every grace and talent blefl:. 
Was fent to fway, with all his fkill. 
The fceptre of a neighbouring hill f . 
No fcience was to him unknown. 
For all the arts were all his own : 
In all the living learned read, 
Though more delighted with the dead : 
For birds, if ancient tales fay true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too ; 



*£* 



^ Lord Carteret^ lord lieutenant of Ireland, 
t Ireland. 
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Could read and write in profe and verfc, 

And fpeak like ***, and build like Pearce *• 

He knew their voices^ and their wings. 

Who fmootheft foars, who fweeteft fings ;, 

Who toils with iH-fkdg'd pens to climb. 

And who^ attained the true fublime : 

Their merits he could well defcry. 

He had fo exquifite an eye ; 

And when that failM, to fhew them clear, 

He had as exqjiifite an ear. 

It chanc'd, as on a day he ftray'd. 

Beneath an Academic Ihade, 

He lik'd, amidft a thoufand throats, 

The wildnefs of a Woodlark's f notes, 

And fearch'd, and fpy'd, and feiz'd his game, 

And took him home^ and made him tame; 

Found him on trial true and able. 

So cheerM and fed him at his table. 

Here fome Ihrewd criticks^ find Vm caught. 
And cries out, " Better fed than taught" — 
Then jells oa game and tame, and reads 
And jefts, and fo my tale proceeds. 

Long had he ftudyM in the Wood, 
Converfmg with the wife and good ; 
His foul with harmony infpir'd. 
With love of truth and. virtue fir'd : 
His Brethren's good and Maker's praif^ 
Were all the ftudy of his lays j 
Were all his ftudy in retreat. 
And now employ'3 him with the Gre^t, 

♦ A famous modern architc^. 
f Dr. Delany. 
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His friendfliip was the fure refort 
Of all the wretched at the Court; 
But chiefly merit in diftrefs 
His gpeateft bleffing was to Wefs, •— 

This fi x'd him in his Patron's breaft. 
But firM with envy all the reft: 
I mean that noify craving crew. 
Who round the Court- inceflTant flew, 
And prey'd like rooks, by pair* and dozens. 
To fill the maws of fons and coufins : 
^* UnmovM their heart, and chill'd their blood, 
" To every thought of commop good. 

Confining every hope and care 
^* To their own low contraded fphere,** 
Thefe ran him down with cfafclefs cry^ 
But found it hard to teM you why^ 
Till his own wortb and wi^ fupply'd 
Sufficient matter to deride : 

'Tis Envy's fafcft, furcft rule. 

To hide her rage in ridicule : 

The vulgar eye (he beft beguiles, 
" When all her fnakes arc dedcM with fmiles : 
*' Sardonic fmiles, by rancour rais'd ! 
" Tormented moft when feeming pleas'd !" 
Their ipite had more dian half expirM, 
Had he not wrote what all admir'd ; . 
What models had their malice wanted, 
But that he built, and planned, and planted ! 
How had his fenfe and learning griev*d them, 
But that his charity relieved them ! 

*' At higbeft Worth dull Malice reaches, 
" As flugs pollute the faireft peaches : 

" Envy 
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•' Envy defames, as harpies vile 
*^ Devour the food they firft defile." 

Now a{k the fruit of all his favour — 
** He was not hitherto a faver'* — 
What then could make their rage run mad? 
" Why what he hop'd, not what he had. 

*' What tyrant e'er invented ropes, 
*' Or racks, or rods, to punilh hopes ? 
*^ Th' inheritance of Hope and Fame 
*' Is feldom Earthly Wifdom's aim j 
*^ Or, if it were, is not fo fmall, 
^* But there is room enough for all." 

If he but chance to breathe a fong, 
(He feldom fang, and never long) 
The npify, rude, malignant crowd. 
Where it was high, pronounced it loud : 
Plain Truth was Pride ; and what was fiUier^ 
Eafy and Friendly was Familiar. 

Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays, 
With folemn air to Virtue's praife. 
Alike abufive and erroneous. 
They call'd it hoarfe and unharmonious : 
Yet fo it was to fouls like theirs, 
Tunelefs as Abel to the Bears ! 

A Rook * with harlh malignant caw 
Began, was foUowM by a Daw f ; 
(Though fome, who would be thought to know. 
Are pofitive it was a Crow) 
Jack Daw was feconded by Tit, 
Tom Tit X could write, and fo he writ ; 

• Dr. T r. f Right Hon. kich. Tighc. 

} Dr. Sheridan. 

A tribe 
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A tribe of tunelefs praters follow, 
The JajTj the Magpie, and the Swallow ; 
And twenty more their throats let loofe, 
Down to the witlefs waddling Goofe. 

Some pick'd at him, fome flew, fome fluttered. 
Some hifs'd, fome fcream'd, and others n^utter'd: 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feaft, 
The Carrion Crow condemnM his tafte : 
The Rook in earneft too, not joking. 
Swore all his finging was but croaking. 

Some thought they meant to fhew their wik 
Might think fo flill — " but that they writ"-— 
Could it be fpite or envy; — " No — 
*' Who did no ill, could have no foe.'* — 
So Wife Simplicity efteem'd, 
<^ite otherwife True Wifdom deem'd ; 
This queftion rightly underftood, 
^ What more provokes than doing good ? 
^* A foul ennobled and refin'd 
*^ Reproaches every bafer mind : 
** As ftrains exalted and melodious 
*' Make every meaner mufick odious.'* — 

At length the Nightingale * was heard, 
For voice and wifdom long rever'd, 
Efteem'd of all the wife and good. 
The Guardian Genius of the wood : 
He long in difcontent retired. 
Ye not obfcur'd, but more admir'd; , 
His brethren's fervile fouls difdaining. 
He liv'd indignant and complaining : 

• Dean Swifc* 

They 
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They now afrefh provoke his choler, 

(It feems the Lark had been his fcholar, 

A favourite feholar always near him, 

And oft* had wakM whole nights to hear him) 

Enrag'd he canvafles the matter, 

Ei&pofes all their fenfelefs chatter, 

Shews him and them in fuch a light. 

As more enflames, yet quells their fpite. 

They hear his voice, and frighted fly. 

For rage had rais'd it very high : 

SkaihM by the wifdora of his Notes, 

They hide their heads, and hulh their throats. 



ANSWER TO DR. DELANY'S FABLE 

OF THE 

« 

PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

TN ancient times, the wife were able 

In proper terms to write a fable : 
Their tales would always jiiflly fuit 
The charaders of evety brute. 
The afs was dull, the lion brave, 
The flag was fwift, the fox a knave j 
The daw a thief, the ape a droll. 
The hound would fcent, the wolf would prole j 
A pigeon would, if Ihown by iEfop, 
Fly from the hawk, or pick his peafe up. 
Far otherwife a great Divine 
Has learnt his Fables to refine: 

He 
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He jumbles men and birds together, 
As if they all were of a feather : 
You fee him firft the peacock bring, 
Againft all rules, to be a king ; 
That in his tail he wore his eyes, ♦ 
By which he grew both rich and wife. 
Now, pray, obferve the Doctor's choice, 
A peacock chofe for flight and voice : 
Did ever mortal fee a peacock 
Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 
And for his finging, Doftor, you know, 
Himfelf complain'd of it to Juno. 
He fqualls in fuch a hellifh noife. 
It frightens all the village boys. 
This peacock kept a {landing force. 
In regiments of foot and horfe ; 
Had ftatefmen too of every kind. 
Who waited on his eyes behind ; 
And this was thought the highefl: pofl: ; 
For, rule the rump, you rule the roafl:. 
The doctor names but one at prefent, 
And he of all birds was a pheafant. 
This pheafant was a man of wit. 
Could read all books were ever writ ; 
And, when among companions privy. 
Could quote you Cicero and Livy. 
Birds, as he fays, and I allow, 
Were fcholars then, as we are now ; 
Could read all volumes up to folios. 
And feed on fricaflfees and olios : 
This Pheafant by the Peacock's will. 
Was Viceroy of a neighbouring hill j 

Vol. VIII. G And, 
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And, as he wander'd in his Park, 
He chanc*d to fpy a Clergy Lark ; 
Was taken with his perfon outward. 
So prettily he pick'd a cow-t- — d : 
Then in a net the Pheafant catight him^ 
And in his palace fed and taught him. 
The morail of the Tale is pleafant, 
Himfelf the lark, my Lord the pheafant : 
A lark he is, and fuch a lark 
As never came from Noah^s ark : 
And though he had no other notion. 
But buildings planning, and devotion j 
Though 'tis a maxim you muft kfaow^ 
Who does no ill, cSin have no foe j 
Yet how can I exprefs in words 
The ftrange fiupidity of birds ? 
This Latk was hated in the wood^ 
Becaufe he did his brethren good. 
At laft the Nightingale cofties in^ 
To hold the Dodor by the chin : 
We all can find out what he means^ 
The worft of difaflfeded Deans : 
Whofe wit at beft was next to lione^ 
And now th^it little next is gone. 
Againft the Court is always blabbing^ 
And calls the Senate-houfe a Cabin ; 
So dull, that, but for fpleen and Ipite, 
We .ne'er fliould know that he cotild write j 
Who thinks the^i^ition always err'd, 
Becaufe himfelf is not preferred : 
His heart is through his Libel feen, 
Nor could his malice fpare the Queen : 

5 ^hti, 
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Who, had fhe known his vHe behaviouFj 

Would ne'er have fhown bim £0 much favour. . 

A noble Lord * lias told his pranks, 

And well deferves the nation's thanks. 

Oh ! would the fenate deign to fhow 

Refentment on this public Foe ; 

Our Nightingale might fit a cage. 

There let him ftarve, and vent his rage J 

Or, would fhcy but in fetters bind, 

This enemy of human-kind i 

Harmonious GofFe^ f , fhow thy zeal, 

Thou champion for the common-weal t 

Nor on a theme like this repine. 

For orice to wet thy pen divine : 

Beftow that Libder a hfl^ 

Who daily vends fedkious tra(k : 

Who dares f evile the nation's wifdom^ 

But in the praife of virtue is dumb : 

That Scribbler lafh, who neither knowa 

The turn of veffe, nor flyle of profe ; 

Whofe malice, for the worft of 42nds, 

Would have us lofe pur EngUfli friends j 

Who never had one public thought, 

Nor ever gave tjie poor a grpaL 

One clincher more, arid I have donCj 

I end my labours with a pun. 

Jove fend this Nighingale may fall. 

Who fpe»ds hi? day ^nd, jij^ht in gall 1 

* L. Allen, thje faine wlio i^ m^iwt^tny Traulus^ 
t A Dublin Garrctc'er. 

G a So, 



84 SWIFT'S POEM^. 

vo, Nightingale and Lark adieu j 
1 iee the greateft owls in you 
That ever fcreecht, or ever flew. 



1 



ON THE IRISH-CLUB. 

XT E paultry underlings of ftate, 

Ye fenators, who love to prate ; 
Ye rafcals of inferior note, 
Who for a dinner fell a vote j 
Ye pack of penfionary peers, 
Whofe fingers itch for poets* ears ; 
Ye bifhops far remov'd from faints. 
Why all this rage ? Why thefe complaints ? 
Why againft printers all this noife? 
This fummoning of blackguard boys ? 
Why fo fagacious in your gueffes ? 
Your e^Sj and teesy and arrs^ and e^es ? 
Take my advice ; to make you fafe, 
I know a fhorter way be half. 
The point is plain ; remove the caufe j 
Defend your liberties and laws. 
Be fometimes to your country true, 
Have once the public good in view : 
Bravely defpife Champagne at Court, 
And chufe to dine at home with Po)rt : 
Let Prelates, by dieir good behaviour:. 
Convince us they believe a Saviour ; . 

Nor 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE- 85 

Nor fell what they fo dearly bought, 

This country, now their own, for nought, ^ 

Ne'er did a true fatiric Mufe 

Virtue or Innocence abufe ; 

And 'tis againft poetic rules 

To rail at men by nature fools : 

But Tfiyfi^r^^^wyrw 
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^^TATIS SUiE fifty-two, 

A rich Divine began to woo 
A handfome, young, imperious girl, 
Nearly related to an Earl. 
Her parents and her friends confent. 
The couple to the temple went : 
They firft invite the Gyprian queen ; 
'Twas anfwer'd, " She would not be feen ;'• 
The Graces next, and all the Mufes, 
Were bid in form, but fent excufes. 
Juno attended at the porch. 
With farthing-candle for a torch j 
While^ miftrefs Iris held her train. 
The faded bow. diftilling rain. 
Then Hebe came, and took her place. 
But fhew'd no more than half her face. 

Whatever thofe dire forAodings meant, 
In mirth the wedding-day was fpent ; 
The wedding-day, you take me right, 
J promife nothing for the nightt 

G 3 The 
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The Bridegtoom, dreft to make a figute, 
, Aflumes an attificial Yigour j 
A flouriftit night-rcap on, to grace * 
His ruddy, wrinkled, fmiling face ; 
Like the faint red upon ai pif^in^ 
Jialf withered by a winter's keeping, 

And thus fet out this happy pair, 
The Swain is richj. the Nymph is fair j 
But, what I gladly would forget. 
The Swain is old, the Nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal together ftart j 
Scarce run a ftep before they part ; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds ; 
Their thoughts and actions, hopes and fears^ 
Lefs correfponding than their years. 
Her fpoufe dcfires his coffee foon, 
She rifes to her tea at noon. 
While he goes put to cheapen books,^ 
She at the glals confults her looks j 
While Betty'a buzzing in her ear, 
Lord, what a drefs thefe parfons wear J 
3o odd a choice how could Ihe make ! 
Wifh'd him a colonel for her fake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, flie cbunts^ 
Exadt, to what his age amoupta. 
The Dean^ fee heard her unple fay, 
Is fixty, if he be a day j 
His ruddy cheeks are no diffuife ;' 
You fee the crowsrfeet fotii^ his eyes* 

At one fee rambles to the feops. 
To cheapen ted, an^ t^lk ^ith f<^s j 

Qv 
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Or calls a coundl of her maids. 

And tradefmcni to cojpapare brocades* 

Her weighty morning-bufineft o*er. 

Sits down to dinner juft at four ; 

Minds nothing that is done or faid. 

Her evening-work fo fills Tier head^ 

The Dean, who us*d to dine at one, 

Is maukifh, and his ftomach gone ; 

In thread-bare gown, would fcarce a loufe hold. 

Looks like the chaplain of his houfhold ; 

Beholds her^ from the chaplain's place, 

In French brocades, and Flanders lace j 

He wonders what employs her brain, 

But never afks, or afks in vainj . 

His mind is full of other cares. 

And, in the fneaking parfon's airs. 

Computes, that half a pariih dues 

Will hardly find his wife in fhoes* 

Canft thou imagine, dull Divine, 
'Twill gain hei? love, to make her fine ? 
Hath fhe no other wants befide ? 
You raife defire, 4s well as prldey 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 
And teach her to defpife thee more. 

If in herxoach flxe'U condefcend 
To place him at the hinder end. 
Her hoop is hoift above his nofe^ 
His odious gown would foil her cloaths. 
And drops him at the church, to pray. 
While flie drives on to fee the play. 
He, like an orderly Divine, 
Gomes home a quarter after ninej, 

G 4 And 
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And meets her hafting to the ball : 

Her chairman pufh him from the wall. 

He enters in, and walks up ftairs. 

And calls the family to prayers ; ^ 

Then goqs alone to take his reft ^ 

In bed, where he can fpare her beft. 

At five the footmen make a din. 

Her Ladyfhip is juft come in ; 

The mafquerade began^at two, 

She ftole away with much ado ; 

And fhall be chid this afternoon, 

For leaving company fo foon : 

She'll fay, and flie may truly fay't. 

She can't abide to ftay out late. 

But now, tho' fcarce a twelvemonth marry*d. 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice mifcarry'd : 
The caufe, alas, is quickly gueft ; 
The town has whifperM round the jeft. 
Think on fome remedy in time. 
You find his Reverence paft his prime, 
Already dwindled to a lath j 
No other way but try the Bath. 

For Venus, rifing from the ocean, 
Infus'd a ftrong prolific potion. 
That mix'd with Achelpiis' fpring. 
The horned flood, as poets fing. 
Who, with an Englifh beauty fmitten. 
Ran under-ground from Greece to Britain; 
The genial virtue with him brought. 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught j 
Then fled, and left his horn behind, 
for hulbau^s paft their youth, to find : 
' The 
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The Nymph, who flill with paffion burn'd. 

Was to a boiling fountain tum'd, 

Where childlefs wives crowd every morn, 

To drink in AcheloUs' horn* 

And here the father often gains 

That title by another's pains* 

Hither, though much againft the grain, 
The Dean has carry'd Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not confent. 
But vow'd his money all was fpent : 
His money fpent ! a clownifli reafon ! 
And muft'my Lady flip her feafon ? 
The Doctor, with a double fee. 
Was brib'd to make the De^n agree. 

Here all diverfions of the place 
Are proper in my Lady's cafe : 
With which fhe patiently complies. 
Merely becaufe her friends advife ; 
His money and her time employs 
In mufick, raffling-rooms, and toys;' 
Or in the Crofs-bath feeks an heir. 
Since others oft' have found one there : 
Where if the Dean by chance appears. 
It fliames his caflbck and his years. 
He keeps his diftance in the gallery, 
Till banifh'd by fome coxcomb's raillery ; 
For 'twould his character expofe 
To bathe among the belles and beaux. 

So have I feen, within a pen, 
Young ducklings fofter'd by a hen ; 
But, when let out, they run and muddle. 
As inftind leads them, in a puddle ; 

The 
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The fober hen, not born to fwira, 

With mournful note clucks round the brira^ 

The Dean, with all his Left endeavour, 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever, 
A vidim to the laft effays 
Of vigour in Beclining days. 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 
(What could he lefs ?) his whole eftate* 

The widow goes through all her forms j 
New lovers now will come in fwarms. 
Oh, may I fee her foon difpenfing 
Her favours to fome broken enfign } 
Him let her imriry, for his face. 
And only coat of tarnifhM lace j 
To turn hqr naked out of doors. 
And fpend her jointure on his whores j 
But, for a parting prefent, leave hey 
A rooted jpox to laft for ?y^r \ 
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AN EXCEl^LENT NEW BALLAD; 
f RCJfi ENGI>|SH DEAN* 

TO BE JHANG15D FOR A RAPE. I73O. 
l. 

/^UR brethren of England, who love us fo dear, 
^"^ And ifi^aiUhej do for us fo kiftdJy do nieao, 
(A bldfflng xjjfcrr theiix !) have fent ua this year 

For the gerod jef loux chulch,. a true EngUfti D^art. 
A hdiifer prieft.ag-er was wrapt up in crape, 
The vfOvH yqu.ij^ (ifj he committed a rape* 

II. 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chefter, 
And there, hq, gr^w fond of another man's wife } 

Purft itfto ber chamber, and would have carefs'd her; 
]^ut (he SraliiecJ her honour much more than her 

life,;';." . . 

3lie btiftled ah^ ftruggled, and made her efcape 
To i fbom full of guefts, for fear of a rape. 

IIL 
The Dean he purfuM, to recover his game ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 
But the company flood in defence of the dame. 
They cudgelM, and cuft him, and kick'd him 
down ftairs. 
His Deanfliip was now in a damnable fcrape. 
And this was no time for committing a rape. 
• Sawbridge, Dean of Femes. 

IV. To 
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IV. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes. 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore } 

No fcruple came on him his gown to expofe, 
'Twas what all his life he had prailis'd before. 

He had made himfelf drunk with the juice of the 
grape, 

And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 

The Dean, and his landlord a jolly comrade, 
Refolv'd for a fortnight to fwim in delight ; 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 

His landlord was ready his Deanftiip to ape 

In every debauch, but committing^ rape. 

VI. 

This Proteftant zealot, this Englifh divine. 
In church and in ftate was of principles found ; 

Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line. 

And grievM that a Toryfhould liv^ above ground. 

Shall a fubjedt fo loyal be hang'd by the nape, 

For no other crime but comnaitting a rape ? 

VII. 

By old Popifli canons, as wife men have pennM 'cm. 
Each prieft had a concubine, jure ecclejia ; 

Who'd be Dean of Femes without a commendam ? 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleafeye : 

Then why fhould the Dean, when whores are fo 
cheap. 

Be put to the peril and toil of ^ rape ? 

VIII. If 
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VIIL 
If fortune fhould pleafe but to take fuch a crotchet 

(To thee I apply great Smedley's fucceflbr) 
To give thee lawn fleeves, a mitre, and rochet, 
Whom wouldft thou refemble ? I leave thee a 
gucfler. 
But I only behold thee in Atherton's * fhape, 
For fodomy hangM ; ias thou for a rape. 

IX. 
Ah ! doft thou not envy the brave colonel Chartres, 
Condemn'd for thy crime at threefcore-and-ten ? 
To hang him, all England would lend him their 
garters, 
Yet he lives, and is ready to raviih again. 
Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong tape. 
For thou haft not a groat to atone for a rape. 

X. 

The Dean he was vex'd that his whores were fo 
willing : 

He long'd for a girl that would ftruggleand fquaH j 
He ravifh'd her fairly, and fav'd a good fliilling j 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and forrows now come in a heap. 
And hang'd he muft be for committing a rape. 

XL 
If maidens are ravifh'd, it is their own choice : 

Why are they fo wilful to ftruggle with men ? 
If they would but lie quiet, and ftifle their voice, 
, No Devil nor Dean could ravifli them then. 
Nor would there be need of a ftrong hempen cape 
Ty'd round the Dean's neck for committing a rape. 

• A bifhop of Watcrford, of infamous charadler. 

XII. Our 
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XII. 

Our Church and our State dear England maintains^ 
For which all true Proteftant hearts fhould be giadi 

She fends us our Biftiops, and Judges and Deans, 
And better would givetis, if better fhe had. 

But, lord ! how the rabble will flare and will gape^ 

When the good EnglifhDean is hangM up for a rap6< 



OK STEPllEN DUCK, 
THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE POETa 

. A QUIBBLING EPIGRAM. 1730. 

^T^HE threfher Duck could o'et the QUeen prevail^ 

The proverb fays, " no fence againft a flail;^* 
From threfhing corn he turns to threfh his brains j 
For which her Majefty allows him grains : 
Though 'tis eonfeft, that thofe, who ever faw 
His poems, think them all not worth a fttaw ! 

Thrice happy Duck, employM iii threfhing ftubble t 
Thy toil is leiTen'd, and thy profits double. 



THE LADY'S DRESSING-ROOM, 

1730* 

Tpi V E hours (and who can do it lefs in ?) 

By haughty Cselia fpent in dreffing ; 
The Goddefs from her chamber ifTues, 
Array'd in lace, brocades, and tifTues, 

Str^phon^ 
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Stephen, who found the room was voiJd, . 
And Betty otherwifc employed, 
Stole in, and took a llria furvey 
Of all the litter as it lay : 
Whereof, to make the matter clear. 
An inventory follows here. 

And^ firftj a dirty fmock appearM, 
Beneath the arm-^ts well hefm^ar'd ; 
Strephon, the rogue, difplay*d it wide, 
And turn'd it round on ^very fide : 
In fuch a cafe, few words are beft, 
And Strephon bids us guefs the reft t 
But fwears, bow damnably the men lie 
In calling Caelia fweet aad cleanly# 

Now liftenj while he next produce 
The various combs for various ufes j 
Fiird up witihL dirt fo clof^ely fixt. 
No brufh could force a Way betwixt ; 
A pafte of compofitioQ rare. 
Sweat, dandrifF, powder, lead, awl haif* 
A forehead-cloth with oil upon't. 
To fmooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here alum-flower^ to ftop the fteams 
Exhal'd from four unfavory ftreams ; 
There night-gloves made of Tripfey's hid^^ 
Bequeathe by Tripfey when flie died j 
With puppy-water, beauty's help^ 
Biftiird from Tripfey^s darling whel^. 
Here galley-pots and vials plac'tJ^ 
Some fiird with waflies, fome with pafte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and flop6. 
And ointments good for fcabby chops. 

Hard- 



96 SWIFT'S POEMS, 

Hard-by a filthy bafon ftands, 

Foul'd with the fcouring of her hands ; 

The bafon takes whatever comes, 

The fcrapings from her teeth and gums, 

A nafty compound of all hues, 

For here fhe fpits, and here fhe fpues. 

But, oh ! it turned poor Strephon's bowels, 
When he beheld and fmelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beflim'd. 
With dirt, and fweat, and ear-wax grim'd j 
No objed Strephon's eye efcapes ; 

H«r petticoats Tri frowzy heaps ; 

Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot. 

All varnifli'd o'er with fnufFand fnot. 

The ftockings why (hould I expofe, 

Stain'd with the moifture of her toes 

Or greafy coifs, or pinners reeking. 

Which Caelia flept at leaft a week in ? 

A pair of tweezers next he found. 

To pluck her brows in arches round 

Or hairs that fmk the forehead low. 

Or on her chin like briftles grow. 
The virtues we rauft not let pafs 

Of Caelia's magnifying-glafs ; 

JWTien frighted Strephon caft his eye on't, 

It fhew'd the vifage of a giant : 

A glafs that can to fight difclofe 

The fmalleft worm in Caelia's nofe. 

And faithfully direft her nail 

To fqueeze it out from head to tail ; 

For, catch it nicely by the head. 

It muft come out, alive or dead, 

I Why, 
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Why, Strephon, will you tell the reft? 
And muft yoii needs defcribe the cheft ? 
That carelefs wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner ! 
But leave it ftanding full in fight, 

• For you to exercife your fpite ? 

In vain the workman ftiew'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
To make it feem in this difguife 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes. 
Which Strephon ventured to look in, 
Refolv'd to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more. 
He fmelt it aU the time before. 

As, from within Pandora's box. 
When Epimetheus Op'd the locks, 
A fudden univerfal crew 
Of human evils upward flew. 
He ftill was comforted to find 
That hope at laft remained behind : 
So Strephon, lifting up the lid. 
To view what in the cheft was hid. 
The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
But, Stephen, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope. 
And foul his hands in fearch of hope. 

O ! ne'er may fuch a vile machine 
Be once in Cselia's chamber feen ! 
O ! may ihe better learn to keep 
Thofe " fecrets of the hoary deep * !" 

• Miltpn. 

• Vol. Vm. H As 
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As mutton-cutlets, prime of meat, 
Which, though with arc you fait and beat. 
As laws of cookery require, 
And roaft them at thecleareft fire ; 
If from adown the hopeful chops 
The fat upon a cinder drops, 
To ftinking fmoke it turns the flame, 
toifoning the flefh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greafy flench. 
For which you curfe the carelefs wench : 
So things which muft not be expreft. 
When plumpt into the reeking cheft. 
Send up an excremental fmell 
To taint the parts from whence they fell : 
The petticoats and gown perfume. 
And waft a ftink round every room. 

Thus finifhing his grand furvey. 
The fwain difgufted flunk away ; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
" Oh ! Oelia, Caelia, Caelia fli— !'' 
But Vengeance, goddefs never fleeping. 
Soon punifli'd Strephon for his peeping : 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he fees with all her ftinks ; 
And, if unfavoury odours fly. 
Conceives a lady ftanding by. 
All women his defcription fits. 
And both ideas jump like wits ; 
By vicious fancy coupled faft. 
And ftill appearing in contraft. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To all the charms of womaQ-kiad.. 

Shou 
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Should I the Queen of Love refufe, 
Becaufe fhe rofe from ftinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the fcene, 
Statira's but fome pocky quean. 

When Caelia all her glory fliows, 
If Strephon would but ftop his nofe. 
Who now fo impioufly blafphemes 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 
Her waflies, flops, and every clout. 
With which he makes fo foul a rout ; 
He foon would learn to think like me, 
And blefs his ravifli'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confiifion fprung, 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung* 
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T E neither brafs nor marble can withfland 

The mortal force of Time's deftrudive hand ; 
If mountains link to vales, if cities die. 
And leflTening rivers mourn their fountains dry : 
When my old caflbck (faid a Welfli divine) 
Is out at elbows j why fhould I repine ? 
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ON MR. PULTENEY'S 
BEING PUT OUT OF THE COUNCIL. 1731- 

C IR Robert, weary'd by Will Pultency'steazmgs, 

Who interrupted him in all his lealings, 
Refolv'd that Will and he fhould meet no more. 
Full in his face Bob fhuts the council-door j 
Nor lets him fit as juftioe on the bench. 
To punifh thieves, or lafh a fuburb-wench. 
Yet ftill St. Stephen's chapel open lies 
For Will to enter.— What fhall I advife ? 
Ev'n quit the House, for thou too long haft fat in% 
Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent j 
There, near thy matter's throne in Ibelter plac'd. 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waftc. 
Yet ftiU I fear your work is done but half : 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are not fafe* 

Hear an old fable, and a dull* one too ; 
It bears a moral, when apply!d to you. 

A hare had long qfcap'd purfuing hounds 
By often fliifting into diftant grounds ; 
1111, finding all his artifices vain. 
To fave his life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas ! he could no fafety find, 
A pack of dog-fifh had him in the wind. 
He'fcours away ; and, to avoid the foe, 
Defcends for fhelter to the fhades below : 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den^ 
(He had not fcen a liare the lord knows when) 

Oat 
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Out bouncM the maftifF of the triple head ; 
Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the fkies. 
How was the fearful animal diflirefl ! 
.Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft : 
Sirius, the fwifteft of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch tofeize him by the back, 

I He fled to earth, but firft it coft him dear : 

' He left his fcut behind, and half an ear. 

i Thus was the hare purfuM, though free from 
guilt ; 
Thus, Bob, flialt thou be maulM, fly w^here thou wilt. 

[ Then, honeft Robin, of thy corpfe beware ; 

[ Thou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 

I Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the fky ; 

f Nor can you go to hell, before you die. 
So keen thy hunters, and thy fcent fo ftrong, 
Thy turns and doublings cannot fave thee long *.- 

t 

♦ This hunting ended in the promotion of WiJl and Bob. Bob 
• was ao longer firft minlfter, but earl of Orford ; and Will was no 
^ longer his opponent^ but earl of ijath. 
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.EPITAPH 

ON 

FREDERICK DUKE OF SCHOMBERG*. 



Hie infra fitum eft corpus 
FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBERG, 

ad BUDINDAM occifi, A. D. 1690. 

DECANUS et CAPITULUM maximopere etiam 

atque etiam petierunt, 

Ut HJEREDES DUCIS monumiifntum 

In memoriam parentis erigendum curarent: 

Sed poftquam per epiftolas, per amicos, 

diu ac faepe orando nil profecSre ; 

Hunc demum lapidem ipfi ftatuenxnt, 

f Saltern ut fcias, hofpes, 

Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGENSIS cinercs 

delitefcunt, 

^* Plus potuit fama virtutis apud alienos, 

" Quam fanguinis proximitas apud fuos," . 

A. D. 1 731, 

• The duke was unhappily killed, in croffing the river Boyne, 
July I, 1690; and was buried in St. Patrick's cathedral; where 
the dean and chapter erefled a fmall monument to his honour, at 
their own expcnce. 

t The words that Dr, Swift firft concluded the epitaph with, 
were, '* Saltern ut fciat viator indignabunduS| quali in cellnia tanti 
*' dudoris cineres delitcfcunt/* 
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CASSINUg AND PETER. 
A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 

'T^WO college fophs of Cambridge growth. 

Both fpecial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as they us'd to meet 
On love, and books, and rapture fweet ; 
(Mufe, find me names to fit my metre, 
Caffinus this, and t'other Peter) 
Friend Peter to Caffinus goes. 
To chat ^m^rhile, and warm his nofe ; 
But fuch a fight was never feen. 
The lad lay fwallowM up in fpleen. 
He feem'd as juft crept put of bed ; 
One greafy flocking round his head. 
The other he fat down to darn 
With threads of different-colour'd yarn ; 
His breeches torn, expofmg wide 
A ragged fhirt and tawny hide. 
Scorch'd were his fhins, hi^ legs were bare. 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his fhoulders thrown, 
(A rug, for nightgown he had none) 
His Jordan flood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to fpew or fpit in ; 
His ancient pipe, in fable dy'd. 
And half unfmok'd, lay by his fide. 

Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
With eyes in fmoke and weeping drownM ; 

H 4 The 
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The leavings of his laft night's pot 
On embers placM, to drink it hot. 

Why, Gafly, thou wilt dofe thy pate : 
What makes thee lie a-bed fo late ? 
The finch, the linnet, and the thruih. 
Their mattins chant in every bufli : 
And I have heard thee oft' falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven fend thou haft not got the hyps ! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips ? 

Then gave him fome familiar thumps; 
A college-joke, to cure the dumps. 

The fwain at laft, with grief oppreft, 
Cry'd, Caclia ! thrice, and figh'd the reft. 

Dear Cafly, though to a{k I dread, 
Yet afk I muft — Is Caelia dead ? 

How happy I, were that the worft. 
But I was fated to be curft ? 

Come, tell us, has flie play'd the whore 

Oh, Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her fandy locks ! 
Say, has the fmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam'd her face ? 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. 

Oh, Peter ! beauty's but a varnifh. 
Which time and accidents will tarnifh : 
Kut Caslia has contrived to blaft 
Thofe beauties that might ever laft. 
Nor can imagination guefs, 
Nor eloquence divine exprefs. 
How that ungrateful charming maid : 
My pureft paflion has betray'd : 

3 Coaccive 
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Conceive the moft InvcnomM dart 
To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why, hang her ; though ihe fecm fo coy, 
I know fhe loves the barber's boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could excufe, 
For every nymph has leave to choofe ; 
Nor have I reafon to complain, 
She loves a more deferving fwain. 
But, oh ! how ill haft thou divin'd 
A crime, that fhocks all human-kind ; 
A deed unknown to female race, 
At which the fun fliould hide his face : 
Advice in vain you would apply — 
Then leave me to defpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and fonnets burn ; 
And on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 
A monument to after-times. — 
'' Here CafTy lies, by Caelia flain, 
*' And dying never told his pain.'* 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple bark : 
And there— behold Ale£to ftand, 
A whip of fcorpions in her hand : 
Lo, Charon, from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o'er the ferry. 
I come, I come, Medufa ! fee 
Her ferpcnts' hifs direft at me. 
Begone ; unhand me, hellifti fry : 
^^ * Avaunt — ye cannot fay 'tis I." 

• See Macbeth. 

Dear 
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Dear Cafly, thou mull purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendfhipVfacred laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the caufe j 
And Caelia's horrid fa6t relate : 
Thy friend would gladly fliare thy fate. 
To force it out, my heart muft rend : 
Yet when conjur'd by fuch a friend — 
Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 
Thefe eyes, thefe eyes, beheld the fad:. 
Now bend thine ear, fince out it muft j 
But, when thou feeft me laid in duft. 
The fecret thou fhalt ne'er impart. 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin foul bemoan 
A crime to all her fex unknown !) 
Nor whifper to the tattling reeds 
The blackeft of all female deeds ; 

Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 

Where Echo fits, and liftening mocks ; 

Nor let the Zephyr's treacherous gale 

Through Cambridge waft the direful tale ; 

Nor to the chattering feather'd race 

Difcover Caelia's foul difgrace. 

But, if you fail, my fpeftre dread, 

Attending nightly round your bed — 

And yet I dare confide in ypu ; 

So take my fecret, and adieu. 

No wonder how I loft my wits : 

Oh! Cselia, Caelia, Csdia fh— -! 
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A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN POR THE HONOUR OF THE FAIR SEX* 

/^ORINNA, pride of Drury-lane, 
^^ For whom no fhepherd fighs in vain j 
Never did Covent-garden boafl: 
So bright a batter'd ftroUing toaft ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up ; 
No cellar, where on tick to fup j 
Returning at the midnight hour. 
Four ftories climbing to her bower; 
Then, feated on a three-legg'd chair, 
* Takes off her artificial hair. 
Now picking out a cryftal eye, 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her eye-brows from a moufe's hide 
Stuck on with art on either fide, 
Pulls off with care, and firft difplays 'em, 
Then in a play-book fmoothly lays 'em. 
Now dextroufly her plumpers draws, 
That ferve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwifts a wire, and from her gums 
A fet of teeth completely comes, 
Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
... Proceeding on, the lovely Goddefs. 
Unlaces next her fted-ribb'd bodice, 

6 Which, 
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Which, by the operator's fkill, 
Prefs down the lumps, the hollows filL 
Up goes her hand, and off fhe flips 
The bolflers that fupply her hips. 
With gerttleft touch fhe next explores 
Her fhankers, iflfues, running fores ; 
Effefts of many a fad difafter. 
And then to each applies a plafter : 
But muft, before fhe goes to bed, 
Rub off the daubs of white and red, 
And fmooth the furrows in her front 
With grcafy paper fluck upon't. 
She takes a bolus ere fhe fleeps j 
And then between two blankets creeps. 
With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or, if fhe chance to clofe her eyes, 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams. 
And feels the lafh, and faintly fcreams ; 
. Or, by a faithlefs bully drawn, 
At fome hedge-tavern lies in pawn; 
Or to Jamaica feems tranfported 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy brinks. 
Surrounded with a hundred flinks. 
Belated, feems on watch to lie. 
And fnap fome cully pafTmg by ; 
Or, flruck with fear, her fancy runs 
On watchmen, conflables, and duns. 
From whom fhe meets with frequent rubs ; 
But never from religious clubs, 
Whofe favour fhe is fure to find, 
Becaufe fhe pays them all in kind. 

Corinna 
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Corinna wakes. A dreadful fight ! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plafter ftole. 
Half eat, and dragg'd it to his hole. 
The cryftal eye, alas ! was mifs'd ; 
And pufs had on her plumpers p — fs'd. 
A pigeon pick'd her ilTue-peas : 
And Shock her trefles fiU'd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled pUgbt, 
Muft every morn her limbs unite. 
iBut how fhall I defcribe her arts 
To re-colled the fcatter'd parts? 
Or fhew the anguifh, toU, and pa,in. 
Of gathering up herfelf again ? 
The bafhful Mufe will never be^r 
In fuch a fcene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning diizenM, 
Who fees, will ipue ; who fknells, be poifon'd# 
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f\F Chloe all the town has rung, 

^^^ By every fize of poets fung: 

So beautiful a nymph appears 

But once in twenty thoufand years j 

By Nature formM with niceft care. 

And faultlefs to a fingle hair. 

Her graceful mien, her fliape, and face, 

ConfefsM her of no mortal race : 

And then fo nice, and fo genteel ; 

Such cleanlinefs from head to heel : 

Nq 
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No humours grofsj or frowzy fleams^ 

No noifome whifFs, or fwcaty ftreamsy 

Before, behind, above, belowj 

Could from her taintlefs body flow : 

Would fo difcreetly things diipofe, 

None ever faw her pluck a rofe. 

Her deareft comrades never caught her 

Squat on her hams, to make 'maid's water: 

You'd fwear that fo divine a creature 

Felt no necefGties of nature. 

In fummer had fhe walk'd the town. 

Her arm-pits would not ftain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nofe 

Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 

Her milk-white hands, both palms and backs. 

Like ivory dry, and foft as wax. 

Her hands, the fofteft ever felt. 

Though cold would burn, though dry would melt. 

Dear Venus, hide this wondrous maid. 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 
While fhe ingroffes every fwain. 
You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a cafe all men are now in. 
What ogling, fighing, toafting, vowing ! 
What powder'd wigs ! what flames and darts! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What fword-knots ! what poetic fl:rains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 

But Strephon figh'd fo loud and fl:rong. 
He blew a fettlement along ; 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and fix, and houfe in town. 

The 
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The baflifiil nymph no more Tnthftands, 
Becaufe her dear papa commands* 
The charming couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the marriage-rites* 

Imprimis^ at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch : 
The fmiling Cyprian Goddefs brings 
Her infant-loves with purple wings : 
And pigeons billing, fparrows treading, 
Fsiir emblems of a fruitful wedding* 
The Mufes next in order follow, 
Conduded by their fquire, Apollo : 
Then Mercury with filver tongue ; 
And Hebe, goddefs ever young. 
Behold^ the bridegroom and his bride, 
Walk hand in hand, and fide by fide j 
She, by the tender Graces dreft, 
But he, by Mars, in fcarlet veft. 
The nymph was cover'd with htrjlammeum^ 
And Phoebus fung th' epithalamium. 
And laft, to make the matter fure. 
Dame Juno brought a prieft demure. 
Luna was abfent, on pretence 
Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites perform'd, the parfon paid, 
In ftate returned the grand parade ; 
With loud huzza's from all the boys. 
That now the pair muft crown their joys. 

But ftill the hardeft part remains : 
Strephon had long perplex'd his brains. 
How with fo high a nymph he might 
Demean himfelf the wedding-night : 

For, 
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For, as he view'd his perfon round, 

Mere mortal flefh was all he found : 

His hand, his ixeck, his mouth, and feet. 

Were duly wafh'd, to keep them fweet ; 

With other parts that ftiall be namelefs. 

The ladies elfe might think me fhamelefs- 

The weather and his love were hot ; 

And, fhould he ftruggle, I know what— . 

Why, let it go, if I rauft tell it— 

He'll fweat, and then the nymph may fmell it ; 

While fhe, a goddefs dy'd in grain, 

Was unfufceptib.le of ftain. 

And, Venus-like, her fragrant fkin 

Exhal'd ambrofia from within. 

Can fuch a deity endure 

A mortal human touch impure ? • 

How did the humbkd fwain deteft 

His prickly beard, and hairy breaft ! 

His night-cap, border'd round with lace, 

Could give no foftnefs to his face. 

Yet, if the Goddefs could be kind. 
What endlefs raptures mlift he find ! 
And Goddefles have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal men ; 
To vifit and to court them too : 
A certain Goddefs, God knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he fhould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ! 
(For Strephon could remember well, 
That once he heard a fchool-boy tell, 

How 
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How Semele, of mortal race, 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lighning fhot from Cloe's eyes ? 

While thefe reflections fiU'd his head. 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd, ftript, and in he crept. 
But awfully hi^ diftanee kept. 

Now *' ponder well, ye parents dear ;" 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer j 
And make them every afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it foon j 
That, ere to bed they venture up. 
They may difcharge it every fup j 
If not, they muft in evil plight 
Be often forc'd to rife at night. 
Keep them to wholefome food confin'd. 
Nor let them tafte what caufes wind : 
'Tis this the fage of Samos means. 
Forbidding his difciples beans. 
O ! think what evils muft enfue ; 
Mifs Moll the jade will burn it blue : 
And, when fhe once has got the art. 
She cannot help it for her heart ; 
But out it flies, ev'n when fhe meets 
Her bridej^room in the wedding-flieets. 
Carminative and diuretic 
Will damp all paflion fympathetic : 
And Love fuch nicety requires. 
One blaft will put out all his fires. 
Since hufbands get behind the fcene. 
The wife fhould ftudy to be clean j 

Vol. VIIL I Nor 
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Nor give the fmalleft room to guefs 
The time when wants of nature prefs j 
But after marriage pradlife mOre 
Decorum than Ihe did before j 
To keep her fpoufe deluded ftill. 
And make him fancy what fhe will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 
'Tis time to fliew how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
That fortune ftill affifts the bold, 
RefolvM to make the firft attack ; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph fo chafte as Chloe, 
With conftitution cold and fnowy. 
Permit a brutifli man to touch her ? 
Ev'n lambs by inftin£t fly the butcher. 
Refiftance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, 'tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, in word, and deed. 
Yet fome aflign a different reafon ; 
That Strephon chofe no proper feafon. 

Say, Fair-ones, mufl I make a paufe, 
Or freely tell the fecret caufe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I fpeak) 
Had now conflrain'd the nymph to leak. 
This point muft needs be fettled firil : 
The bride muft either void or burft. 
Then fee the dire effefts of peafe ; 
Think what can give the colick cafe. 
The nymph opprefsM before, behind. 
As ftiips are tofs'd by waves and wind, 

7 Steals 
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Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a veflel into bed ; 
Fair utenfilj as fmooth and white 
As Chloe's fkin, almoft as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 
As from a moffy cliff diftil, 
Cry*d out, Ye Gods ! what found is this ? 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, ? 

But when he fmelt a noifome fteam. 
Which oft' attends that luke-warm ftream : 
(Salerno both together joins, 
As fovereign medicines for the loins ;) 
And though contrivM, we may fuppofe. 
To flip his ears, yet ftruck his nofe : 
He found her, while the fcent increased, 
As mortal as himfelf at leaft. 
But foon, with like occafions preft. 
He boldly fent his hand in queft 
(Infpir'd with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t* other fide : 
And, as he fill'd the reeking vafe, 
Let fly a roufer in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 
(As pidures prove, with garlands crownM) 
Abafh'd at what they faw and heard, 
Flew oflF, nor ever more appearM. 

Adieu to ravifhing delights. 
High raptures, and romantic flights ; 
To goddeflfes fo heavenly fweet. 
Expiring fhepherds at their feet ; 
To filver meads and fhady bowers, 
Prefs'd up with amaranthine flowers. 

I 2 How 
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How great a change ! how quickly made ! 
They learn to call a fpade a fpade. 
They foon from all conftraint are freed j 
Can fee each other do their need. 
On box of cedar fits the wife, 
And makes it warm for deareft life ; 
And, by the beaftly way of thinking. 
Find great fociety in ftinking. 
Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloc in the homelieft ftrains ; 
And Chloe, more experienced grown. 
With intereft pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is Icfs afhamM, 
Howe'er for felling bargains fam'd, 
Than flie to name her parts behind, 
Or when a-bed to let out wind. 
Fair Decency, celeftial maid ! 
Defcend from Heaven to Beauty's aid ! 
Though Beauty may beget defire, 
'Tis thou muft fan the Lover's fire : 
For, Beauty, like fupreme dominion, 
Is beft fupported by Opinion : 
■ If Decency bring no fupplies. 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birth-day gear, 
You think fome Goddefs from the fky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry : 
^ But, ere you fell yourfelf to laughter, 
Confider well what may come after ; 
For fine ideas vanilh faft. 
While all the grofs and filthy laft. 

O Stre- 



STREPHON AND CHLOE. 117 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe ftole your heart away. 
Had you but through a cranny fpy'd 
On houfe of eafe your future bride, 
In all the poftures of her face. 
Which nature gives in fuch a cafe ; 
Diftortions, groanings, ftrainings, heavings, 
'Twere better you had lick'd her leavings, 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
. On what you faw, and what you fmelt ; 
Would ftill the fame ideas give ye, 
As when you fpy'd her on the privy ; 
And, fpite of Chloe's charms divine. 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Dired: that women muft be decent; 
And from the fpoufe each blemifh hide, 
More than from all the world befide. 

Unjuftly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds fo fhort a reign j 
Is, after marriage, loft fo foon. 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they caught, 
It is entirely their own fault. 
They take pofTeffion of the crown. 
And then throw all their weapons doWn ; 
Though, by the politician's fcheme. 
Whoe'er arrives at power fupreme, 
Thofe arts, by which at firft they gain it. 
They ftill muft pradife to maintain it, 

1 3 W».t 
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What various ways our females take 
To pafs for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitlefs fearch purfue 
All other methods but the true ! 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour j 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On every natural defeat ; 
Some fhew they never want explaining, 
To comprehend a double-meaning. 
But fure a tell-tale out of fchool 
Is of all wits the greateft fool ; 
Whofe rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips diftlls ; 
You'd think fhe utterM from behind, 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord ? 
From yonder puppet-man inquire. 
Who wifely hides his wood and wire ; 
Shews Sheba's queen completely dreft, 
And Solomon in royal veil ; 
But view them litter'd on the floor, 
Or ftrung on pegs behind the door j 
Punch is exaftly of a piece 
With Lorrain's duke, and prince of Greece. 

A prudent builder ihould forecaft 
How long the fluff is like to lafl ; 
And carefully obferve the ground. 
To build on fome foundation found. 
What houfe, when its materials crumble. 
Mud not inevitably tumble ? 

What 
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What edifice can long endure 
Rais'd on a bafis unfecure ? 
Rafli mortals, ere you take a wife, . 
Contrive your pile to laft for life : 
Since beauty fcarce endures a day. 
And youth fo fwiftly glides away ; 
Why will you make yourfelf a bubble, 
To build on fand with hay and ftubble ? 

On fenfe and wit your paffion found. 
By decency cemented round ; 
Let prudence with good-nature ftrive, 
To keep efteem and love alive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it will, 
Your friendfhip fliall continue ftill > 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life e^^pire, 



APOLLO; 

OR, 

A PROBLEM SOLVED. 173^ 

A POLLO, god of light and wit, 
•* Could verfe infpire, but feldom Y^nt j 
Refin'd all metals with his looks, 
As wqll as chemifts by their books ; 
As handfome as my Lady's page ; 
Sweet five-and-twenty was his age. 
His wig was made of funny rays, 
Ji? crown'd bis youthful hea4 with baysj 

I 4 Not 
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Not all the court of heaven could fhow 
So niceN^nd lb complete a beau. 
No heir (ipon his firft appearance, 
With twenty thoufand pounds a-year rents^ 
E'er drove, before he fold his land. 
So fine a coach along the Strand ; 
- The fpokes, we are by Ovid told, 
Were filver, and the axle gold : 
I own, 'twas but a coach and four. 
For Jupiter allows no more. 

Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts. 
Enough to win ten thoufatid hearts. 
No vulgar deity above 
Was fo unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty caufes were affign'd. 
That movM the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Mufes always waiting round him. 
He left them virgins as he found them. 
His finging was another fault ; 
For he could reach to B in alt : 
And, by the fentiments of Pliny, 
Such fingers are like Nicolini. 
At laft, the point was fully cleared j 
In fhort, Apollo had uo beard. 
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THE PLACE OF THE DAMNED. 

A LL folks, who pretend to religion and grace. 

Allow there's a Hell, but difpute of the place : 
But, if Hell may by logical rules be defin'd 
. The place of the damn'd — I'll tell you my mind. 
Where-ever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moft certainly there is Hell to be found : 
Damn'd poets, damnM critics, damn'd blockheads, 

damn'd knaves, 
Damn'd fenators brib'd, damn'd proftitute flaves ; 
Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn'd lords and 

damn'd fquires ; 
Damn'd fpies and. informers, damn'd friends, and 

damn'd liars ; 
Damn'd villains, corrupted in every ftation ; 
Damn'd time-ferving priefts all over the nation ; 
And into the bargain I'll readily give you 
Damn'd ignorant prelates and counfellors privy. 
Then let us no longer by parfons be flamm'd. 
For we know by thefe marks the place of the 

damn'd : 
And Hell to be fure is at Paris or Rome. 
JIow happy for us that it is not at home ! 



JUDAS. 
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JUDAS. 1731. 

T> Y the juft vengeance of incenfcd fkies. 
Poor Bifhop Judas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe. 
Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe ; 
Which though his confcience forced him to reftore, 
(And, parfons tells us, no man can do more) 
Yet, through defpair, of God and man accurft, 
He loft his bifhoprick, and hangM or burft, 
Thofe former ages differed much from this ; 
Judas betrayM his matter with a kifs : 
But fome have kifs'd the gofpel fifty times, 
Whofe perjury's the leaft of all their crimes ; 
Some who can perjure through a two-inch board, 
Yet keep their bifhopricks, and Ycape the cord : 
Like hemp, which, by a Ikilful fpinfter drawn 
To flcnder threads, may fometimes pafs for lawn* 

As ancient Judas by tranfgreffion fell. 
And burft afunder ere he went to hell j 
So could we fee a fet of new Ifcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots j 
Each modern Judas perifh like the firft 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burft ; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face. 
To cry, " Lo ! Judas gone to his own place, 
*' His habitation let all men forfake, 
" And let his biihoprick another take T' 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY*. 1731, 

TTOW could you, Gay, difgrace the Mufes' train. 
To ferve a taftelefs Court twelve years in vain J 
Fain would I think our female friend f fincere, 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, poflefs'd her ear. 
Did female virtue e'er fo'high afcend, 
To lofe an inch of favour for a friend ? 

Say, had the Court no better place to choofe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy Mufe ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold. 
To fquire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading-firings her infant-fteps to guide, 
Or with her go-cart amble fide by fide ! 

But princely Douglas, and his glorious dame, 
Advanc'd thy fortune, and preferv'd thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be mifapply'd, 
When o'er your patron's treafure you prefide : 
The world fhall own, his choice was wife and jufl^ 
For fons of Phoebus never break their trufl* 

Not love of beauty lefs the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames^ 
Their paffions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thofe of poets to the lufl of gold. 
With Paean's pureft fire his favourites glow, 
The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below ; 

* The Dean, having been told by an intimate friend, that the 
Duke of Queenfberry had employed Mr. Gay to infpedl the accounts 
and management of, his Grace's receivers and ftewards (which how- 
ever proved to be a miflake), wrote this Epiflle to his Friend* 

t The countefs of Suffolk. 

His 
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His meaneft work : for, had he thought It fit. 
That wealth Ihould be the appennage of wit, 
The god of light could ne'er have been fo blind 
To deal it to the worft of human-kind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well. 
Your conduct in this new employ foretel. 

And firft : to make my obfervation right, 
I place a ftatefman full before my fight, 
A bloated minifter in all his geer. 
With fhamelefs vifage and perfidious leer ; 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw, 
And oftrich-like his all-digefting maw. 
My fancy drags this monfter to my view. 
To fiiew the world his chief reverie in you. 
Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ftreams of mud; 
With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he plies, 
Made up of noife, and impudence, and lies. 

Now let me fhew how Bob and you agree : 
You ferve a potent prince, as well as he. 
The ducal coffers, trufted to your charge, 
Your honeft care may fill, perhaps enlarge : 
His vaflals eafy, and the owner bleft ; 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reft. 
Not fo a nation^s revenues are paid : 
The fervant's faults are on the mafter laid. 
The people with a figh their taxes bring ; 
And, curfing Bob, forget to blefs the King. 

Next hearken. Gay, to what thy charge requires^ 
With fervants, tenants, and the neighbouring fcjuires. 
Let all domeftics feel your gentle fway ; 
Nor bribe, infult, nor flatter, nor betray. 

Let 
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Let due reward to merit be allow'd ; 
Nor with your kindred half the palace crowd ; 
Nor think yourfelf fecure in doing, wrong. 
By telling nofes with a party flrong. 

Be rich ; but of your wealth make no parade ; 
At leaft, before your mafter's debts are paid; 
Nor in a palace, built with charge immenfe, 
Prefume to treat him at his own expence. 
Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
To what your lawful perquifites amount. 
The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times. 
Are ill excufes for a fervant's crimes. 
With iritereft, and a premium paid befide. 
The mafter's preffing wants muft be fupply'd ; 
With hafty zeal behold the fteward come 
By his own credit to advance the fum ; 
Who, while th' unrighteous Mammon is his friend. 
May well conclude his power will never end. 
A faithful treafurer! what could he do more ? 
He lends my Lord what was my Lord^s before. 

The law fo ftridly guards the Monarches health. 
That no phyficiaa dares prefcribe by ftealth : 
The council fit ; approve the do<3:or's Ikill ; 
And give advice, before he gives the pill. 
But the ftate empiric ads a fafer part j 
And, while he poifons, wins the royal heart. 

But how can I delcribe the ravenous breed ? 
Then let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty fervant fend 
On weighty bufiuefs to fome neighbouring friend : 
Prefume not, Gay, uiilefs you ferve a drone. 
To countermand his orders by your own- 
Should 
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Should fome imperious neighbour fink the boats, 
And drain the fifh-ponds, while your mafter dotes j 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench^ 
Becaufe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide, 
To feed his luxury, or footh his pride. 
Nor at an under-rate his timber fell, 
And with an oath affure him, all his well j 
Or fwear it rotten j and with humble airs 
Requeft it of him to complete your flairs ; 
Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands. 
Come with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind ; 
That rogue, of genuine minifterial kind. 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch, 
Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel rich : 
And, when he gravely has undone a fcore. 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more- 

A dextrous fteward, when his tricks are found, 
Hufh-money fends to all the neighbours round ; 
His mafter, unfufpicious of his pranks. 
Pays all the coft, and gives the villain thanks* 
And, fhould a friend attempt to fet him right, 
His Lordfliip would impute it all to fpite ; 
Would love his favourite better than before. 
And truft his honefty juft fo much more. 
Thus families, like realms, with equal fate. 
Are funk by premier minifters of ftate. 

Some, when an heir fucceeds, go boldly on. 
And, as they robb'd the father, rob the fon. 
A knave, who deep imbroils his lord's aflfairs, 
Will foon grow neceffary to his heirs. 

His. 
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His policy confifts in fetting traps, 

In finding ways and means, and flopping gaps ; 

He knows a thoufand tricks whene'er he pieafe, 

Though not to cure, yet palliate each difeafe. 

In either cafe, an equal chance is run ; 

For, keep or turn him out, my Lord's undone. 

You want a hand to clear a filthy fink ; 

No cleanly workman can endure the ftink. 

A ftrong dilemma in a defjperate cafe ! 

To a<3: with infamy, or quit the place. 

A bungler thus, who fcarce the nail can hit, 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fplit : 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left the whole fliould break. 

In every court the parallel will hold ; 
And kings, like private folks, are bought and fold. 
The ruling rogue, who dreads to be cafliier'd, 
Contrives, as he is hated, to be fear'd : 
Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs ; 
For vengeance more imbroils, than fkill repairs. 
So robbers (and their ends are juft the fame) 
To 'fcape inquiries, leave the houfe in flame. 

I knew a brazen minifter of ftate. 
Who bore for twice ten years the public hate. 
In every mouth the queftion moft in vogue 
Was, When will they turn out this odious rogue ? 
A juncture happened in his higheft pride : 
While he went robbing on, old mafter dy'd. 
We thought there now remained no room to doubt ; 
His work is done, the minifter muft out. 
The court invited more than one or two : 
Will you, Sir Spencer ? or. Will you, or you ? 

But 
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But not a foul his office durft accept ; 

The fubtle knave had all the plunder fwept ! 

And, fuch was then the temper of the times. 

He owM his prefervation to his crimes* 

The candidates obfervM his dirty paws ; 

Nor found it. difficult to guefs the caufe : 

But, when they fmelt fuch foul corruptions round 

him. 
Away they fled, and left him as they found himj 

Thus, when a greedy floven once has thrown 
His fnot into the mefs, 'tis aJl his own. 
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^LD Latimer preaching did fairly defcribe 
A bifliop, who rul'd all the reft of his tribe ; 
And who is this bifhop ? and where does lie dwell ? 
AVhy truly 'tis Satan, archbifhop of hell. 
And He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 
Surrounded with jewels of fulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bifhop our bifbop» refembles ! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles* 
Could you fee his grim grace, for a pound to a penny, 
You'd fwear it muft be the baboon of Kilkenny : 
Poor Satan will think the comparifon odious ; 
1 wifh I could find him out one more commodious, 

• Occafioned by their endeavouring to get an afl to divide the 
church-livings; which bill was rejcdcd by the Irifh houfe of com- 
nons. 

3 But 
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but this I am fure, the moft reverend old dragon 
Has got oil the bench many bilhops fUfFragan ; 
And aH men believe he refides there incogi. 
To give them by turns an invifible jog. 

Our biChops, {Juft up i^ith wealth and with jprldCj 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
They mounted and laboured with whip and With 

fpur. 
In vain — fbr the devil a par fon would ftir. 
So the Commons unhors'd them j and this v^as 

their doom, 
On their crofiei*s to ride, like a witch on a brobm. 
Though they gallop'd fo faft, on the rdad yoU niay 

find 'eriii 
And have left us but three out of tWfenty behind 'eiii* 
Lord Bolton's good grac(e,lord Car, and lord Howard, 
In fpite of the devil, would ftill be untoward : 
They came of gbod kindred, and could not endure 
*rhdr former companions fhould beg at their door* 

Wlieti Chrift wks betray'd to Pilate the prsetor^ 
Of a doizeri apoftles but bile pfovM a traitor : 
One tlraitor alone^ and faithful eleven ; 
But we can afFbrd you fix traitors in feven. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings^ and 
cleavings ! 
And the clergy forfooth muft take up with their 

leavings. 
If making divifions was all their intent, 
They Ve done it^ we thank them, but not as they 

meant ; 
At id fo may fuch bifhops for ever divide, 
'I 'hat no honefl heathen would be on their fide. 
Vol. VIIL K How 
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How fliould \vc rejoice, if, like Judas the firft, 
I'hofe fplitters of parfons in funder lliould bui-ft ! 

Now hear an allufion : — A mitre, you know, 
Is divided above, but united below. 
If tliis you conlider, our emblem is right ; 
The bifliops divide, but the clergy unite. 
Should the bottom be fplit, our bifhops would dread 
That the mitre would never flick faft on their head : 
And yet they have learnt the chief art of a fovereign, 
As Machiavel taught them, "divide, and ye govern/' 
But courage, my lords, though it cannot be faid 
That one cloven tongue ever fat on your head ; 
I'll hold you a groat (and I wifh I could fee 't) 
If your ftockings were off, you could fhew cloven- 
feet. 

But hold, cry the bifhops, and give us fair play; 
Before you condemn us, hear what we can fay. 
What truer affections could evpr be fhewn. 
Than faving your fouls by damning our own ? 
And have we not pradtis'd all methods to gain you; 
With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain 

you; 
Provided a fund for building you fpittals ? 
You are only to live four years without vidluals. 

Content, my good lords; but let us change hands; 
Firfl take you our tithes, and give us your lands. 
So God blefs the Church and three of our mitres ; 
And Crod blef^ the Commons, for biting the biters. 
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ON tME D£ATH of Dft. SWIFT. 

Wntten in November 1731. 

Occafioned by reading the following Maxim in 
RocHEFOucAULT, " Dans l*adverfit6 de nos mellieurs 
*' amis, nous trouvons toiyours quelque chofe, qui 
'* ne nous dcplaift pas/' 

•« In the adverfity of our beft friends, we ilways find foniethiilg 
" that doth not difpleafe us.'* 

A S Rouchefoucault his maxinis drew 
Froni nature, I believe thena true t 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him; the fault is in niankind* 

This maxim more than all the reft ^ 

Is thought too bafe for human breaft t 
*' In all diftrefles of oiir friends, 
*' We firft confult our private ends ; 
** While nature, kindly bent to eafe liSj 
** Points out fonle circumfiance to pleafe us*'^ lo 

If this perhaps your patience move, 
Let reafori and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals raisM above our lizc. 
Who would not at a crowded fliow 15 

Stand high himfelf, keep others low ? 
I love my friend as well as you : 
But why fhould he obftrud my view ? 

K 2 Then 
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Then let me have the higher poft ; 

Suppofe it but an inch at moft. 20 

If in a battle you fhould find 

One, whom you love of all mankind, 

Had fome heroic a£kion done, 

A champion killM, or trophy won j 

Rather than thus be over-topt, 2 j 

Would you not wilh his laurels cropt ? 

Dear honeft Ned is in the gout, 

Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 

How patiently you hear him groan ! 

How glad, the cafe is not your owa ! 3c 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brother write as well as he? 
But, rather than they fhould excel, 
Would wifli his rivals all In hell ? 

Her end when emulation mifles, 3j 

She turns to envy; flings, and hifles : 
The ftrongeft friendfhip yields to pride, 
tJnlefs the odds be on our fide. 
Vain human-kind ! fantaftic race ! 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 4< 

Self-love, ambition, envy, pride, 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and ftation, 
^Tis all to me a ufurpation. 
I have no title to afpire ; 4 

Yet, when you fmk, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line. 
But with a figh I wifli it mine : 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfc than I can do in fix ; 5 
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It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

I cry, " Pox take him and his wit !'* 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 

In my own humourous biting way. 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 55* 

Who dares to irony pretend, 

Which I was bom to introduce, 

RefinM it firft, and fliewM its ufe. 

St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 

That I had fome repute for profe; 60 

And, till they drove me out of date, 

Gould maul a minifter of ftate. 

If they have mortified my pride. 

And made me throw ijiy pen afide ; 

If witlj fuch talents Heaven has blefs*d *em, 6$ 

Have I not reafon to deteft 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 
Thy gifts J but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the firft : 
But this with envy makes n[>e l?urft. 70 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore tp our poem. 

The time is iiot remote, when I 
Muft by the courfe of nature die ; 
When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 7^ 

Will try to find their private ends : 
And though 'tis hardly underftood 
Which way my death can do tl^eiji good, 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them fpeak : 
** See, how the Dean begins to break ! 80 

** Poor gentleman, he droops apace \ 
^ You pl^nly find it in his face* 

K 3 *^ That 
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^' That old viertigo in hjs head 

♦* Will never leave him, till he*s dead. 

♦^ Befides, his memory decays : • 8 j 

^* He recolleds not what he fays ; 

** He cannot call his friends to mind ; 

?' Forgets the place where laft he din'd ; 

*' Plies you with flpries o'er and o'er j 

*' He told them fifty times before. go 

^^ How does he fancy, we can fit 

*^ To hear his oi}t-Qf-fa£|iion wit ? 

^* But he takes up with younger folks, 

*' Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 

*^ Faith ! he muft make his ftories fhorter, ^j 

^* Or change his comrades oncp a quarter; 

*' In half the time he talks them round, 

^i There muft another fet be found. 

*^ For poetry, he's paft his prime : 
^' He takes an hour to find a rhyme j xp^ 

*• His fire is out, his wit decay'd, 
^* His fancy funk, his Mufe a jade. 
*' I'd have him throw away his pen ;— • 
- But there's no talking to fome men !" 

And then their tendernefs appears xpj 

By adding largely to my years : 
^* He's older than he would be reckoned, 
^^ And well remembers Charles the Secon4» 
^' He hardly drinks a pint of wine j 
f* And that, I doubt, is no good fign. no 

?* His ftomach too begins to fail ; 
** Laft year we thought him ftrong and hale ; 
*• But now he's quite another thing 2 
*' I wifh be n^ay hold out till fpring !" 

4 They 
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They hug themfelves, and reafon thus : 115 

'* It is not yet fo bad with us!'* 

In fuch a cafe, they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears exprefs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend. 120 

With all the kindnefs they profefs, 
The merit of a lucky guefs 
(When daily how-d'ye's come of courfe, 
And fervants anfwer, " Worfe and worfe !") 
Would pleafe them better, than to tell, 125 

That, " Qod be prais'd, the Dean is well." 
Then he, who prophefy'd the beft, 
Approves his forefight to the reft : 
** You know I always fear'd the worft, 
" And often told you fo at firft." 130 

He'd rather choofe that I fhould die, 
Than his predidions prove a He. 
Not one foretels I ihall recover; 
But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a pain 135 
Juft in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a meflage would he fend ! 
What hearty prayers that I fhould mend ! 
Inquire what regimen 1 kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept ? 140 

And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the fnivelers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For though you may miftake a year, 
Though your prognoftics run too faft, 145 

They muft be verify 'd at lafl, 

K 4" Behold 
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Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
<* How is the Dean ?"— ^* He's juft alive." 
Now the departinjg prayer is read ; 
He hardly breathes — The Dean is dead. 1^6 

Before the pafling-bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run. 
♦' Oh ! may we all for death prepare ! 
^* What has he left ? and who's his heir ? 
*' I know no more than what the news is ; 155 
** 'Tis all bequeathed to public ufes, 
** To public ufes ! there's a whim ! 
^?' What had the publick done for him ? 
^* Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 
^^ He gave it all — but firft he dy'd. i6q 

^' And had the Dean, in all the nation, 
^* No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 
** So ready to do ftrangers good, 
** Forgetting his own flefh and blood !" 

Now Grub-ftreet wits are all employ'd ; 1 65 
With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper. 
To curfe the Dean, or blefs the Draplen 

The dodors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely en me lay all the blame. 1 70 

*' We muft confefs, his cafe was nice ; 
^' But he would never take advice. 
?* H^d he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
!' He might have liv'd thefe twenty years : 
^^ For, when we openM him, we found, 175 
** That all his vital parts were founds" 

From Dublin foon to London fpread, 
'Tis told at court, ** The Dean is dead." 

Kind 
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Kind Lady Suffolk * in the fpleen. 

Runs laughing up to tell the Queen, 180 

The Queen, fo gracious, mild, and good^ 

Cries, " Is he gone ! 'tis time he Ihould. 

** He's dead, you fay ; then let him rot ; 

*' I'm glad the medals "fwere forgot. 

** I promised him, I own ; but when ? 185 

** I only was the Princefs then : 

•^ But now, as confort of the King, 

•* You know, 'tis quite another thing." 

Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee. 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy : 190 

•' Why, if he dy'd without his fhoes," 
Cries Bob, ** I'm forry for the news : 
^' Oh, were the wretch but living ftill, 
•* And in his place my good friend Will ! 
*• Or had a mitre on his head, 195 

^' Provided Bolingbroke were dead !" 

Now Curll his fhop from rubbifh drains : 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them pafs the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Gibber. 200 
He'll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publifh my will, my life, my letters ; 
Revive the libels born to die j 
Which Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here fhift the fcene, to reprefent 20^ 

How thofe I love my death lament. 

* Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourite with the Dean, 
f Which the Dean in vain expe^ed, in return for a iinall prefent 
3i( had fent to the Princefs. 

Poor 
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Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

Su John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop, a tear. aio 

The reft will give a fhrug, and cry, 
" Tm forry •'*— but we all muft die !'* 

Indifference, clad in Wifdom's guife, 
All fortitude of mind fupplies : 
For how can ftony bowels melt 215 

In thofe who never pity felt ! 
When we are lafh'd, they kifs the rod, 
Refigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with fufpenfe and fear j j20 

Who wifely thought my age a fcreen. 
When death approach'd, to ftand between : 
The fcreen removed, their hearts are trembling ; 
They mourn for me without diflembling. 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 225 
Have better learn'd to adt their parts. 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
. *' The Dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps ?) 
*^ Then, Lord have mercy on his foul ! 
*' (Ladies, FU venture for the vole.) 230 

Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the pall : 

(I wifti I knew what king to call.) 
" Madam, your hufband will attend 
^^ The funeral of fo good a friend. 
** No, madam, 'tis a fhocking fight ; 235 

" And he's engag'd to-morrow night : 
" My Lady Club will take it ill, 
" If he fliould fail her at quadrille. 

^' He 






ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 139 

** He lov'd the Dean — (I lead a heart,) 

** But deareft friends, they fay, muft part. 240 

** His time was come ; he ran his race ; 

" We hope he's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends fhould die ? 
No lofs more eafy to fupply. 
One year is paft ; a different fcene ! 245 

No farther mention of the Dean ; 
Who now, alas ! no more is mifs'd. 
Than if he never did exift. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed: — and his works muft follow; 250 
Muft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country fquire to Lintot goes. 
Inquires for Swift in verfe and profe. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name ; 255 
*' He dy'd a year ago." — " The fame." 
He fearches all the fhop in vain. 
'^ Sir, you may find then in Duck-lane : 
*^ I fent them, with a load of books, 
^* Laft Monday, to the paftry-cook's. 260 

** To fancy they could live a year ! 
** I find you're but a ftranger here. 
•' The Dean was famous in his time, 
*' And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
** His way of writing now is paft : 265 

^^ The town has got a better tafte. 
*' I keep no antiquated ftufF; 
^ But fpick and fpan I have enough. 
** Pray, do but give me leave to fhew 'em : 
** Here's Colley Gibber's birth-day poem. 270 

** This 
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*' This ode you never yet have feen, 

" By Stephen Duck, upon the Queen. 

*^ Then here's a letter finely pennM 

•* Againft the Craftfman and his friend : 

*^ It dearly Ihews that all reflection 275 

" On minifters is difafFedion. 

^ Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 

** And Mr. Henley's laft oration. 

** The hawkers have not got them yet : 

Your Honour pleafe to buy a fet ? 2&0 

** Here's Wolfton s trads, the twelfth edition ; 

*Ti8 read by every politician : 
** The country-members, when in town, 
** To all their boroughs fend them down ; 
" You never met a thing fo fmartj 285 

** The courtiers have them all by heart : 
** Thofe maids of honour, who can read, 
** Are taught to ufe them for their creed. 
" The reverend author's good intention 
** Hath been rewarded with a penfion * : 290 
^ He doth an honour to his gown, 
*^ By bravely running prieft-craft down : 
*' He (hews, as fure as God's in Glouceftcr, 
" That Mofes was a grand impoftor ; 
** That all his miracles were cheats, 295 

** Perform'd as jugglers do their feats : 
^^ The church had never fuch a writer : 
" A fhame he hath not got a mitre !" 

Suppofe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club aflembled at the Rofe ; 300 

♦ Wolfton is here confounded with Woolafton, 

Where, 
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Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 

I grow the fubje£t of their chat. 

And while they tofs my name about, 

With favour fome, and fome without ; 

One, quite indifferent in the caufe, 305 

My character impartial draws : 

" The Dean, if we believe report, 
** Was never ill-receiv'd at court. 
*' As for his works in verfe and profe, 
•* I own myfelf no judge of thofe : 315 

•* Nor, can I tell what criticks thought 'em ; 
•^ But, this I know, all people bought 'em ; 
** As with a moral view defign'd 
** To cure the vices of mankind : 
^* His vein, ironically grave, 320 

*' Expos'd the fool, and lafhM the knave. 
*' To fteal a hint was never known, 
** But what he writ was all his own. 

" He never thought an honour done him, 
** Becaufe a duke was proud to own him j 325 
*' Would rather flip afide, and choofe 
*' To talk with wits in dirty Ihoes ; 
" Defpis'd the fools with ftars and garters, 
** So often feen carefling Chartres. 
•* He never courted men in ftation, 330 

** Nor perfons held in admiration j 
** Of no man's greatnefs was afraid, 
•* Becaufe he fought for no man's aid. 
** Though trufted long in great affairs, 
** He gave himfelf no haughty airs : 33s 

** Without regarding private ends, 
" Spent all his credit for his friends : 

'' And 
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" And only chofe the wife and good ; 

" No flatterers ; no allies in blood : 

" But fuccourM virtue in diftrefs, 340 

" And feldora fail'd of good fuccefs ; 

*' As numbers in their hearts muft own, 

" Who, but for him, had been unknown. 

" With princes kept a due decorum ; 
" But never flood in awe before 'era. 345 

" He follow'd David's leflbn juft ; 
** In princes never put thy truft : 
" And, would you make him truly four, 
*' Provoke him with a flave in power. 
" The Irifh fenate if you nam'd, 350 

" With what impatience he declaim'd ! 
" Fair Liberty was all his cry ; 
*' For her he flood prepar'd to die ; 
*' For her he boldly flood alone ; 
" For her he oft' expos'd his own. 355 

" Two kingdoms, jufl as fa6tion led, 
*' Had fet a price upon his head; 
*' But not a traitor could be found, 
" To fell him for fix hundred pound. 

" Had he but fpar'd his tongue and pen, 360 
" He might have rofe like other men : 
*^ But power was never in his thought, 
" And wealth he valued not a groat : 
*' Ingratitude he often found, 
" And pity'd thofe who meant the wound : 365 
" But kept the tenjof of his mind, 
" To merit well'^.oF human-kind : 
" Nor made a'facrifice of thofe 
" Who flill were true, to plcafe his foes. 

.• '' He 
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He labourM many a fniitlefs hour, 3^0 

*' To reconcile his friends in power ; 
^' Saw mifchief by a faction brewing, 
*' While they purfu'd each other's ruin* 
'' But, finding vain was all his care, 
*' He left the court in mere delpair. 37^; 

" And, oh ! how fhort are human fchcmes ! 
*' Here ended all our golden dreams. 
" What St. John s Ikill in ftate affairs, 
*^ What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares. 

To fave their finking country lent, 380 

Was all dcftroyM by one event. 

Too foon that precious life was ended. 

On which alone our weal depended. 
*^ When up a dangerous faction ftarts, 
'* With wrath and vengeance in their hearts ; 385 
*' By folemn league and covenant bound, 
** To ruin, (laughter, and confound ; 
*^ To turn religion to a fable, 
" And make the government a Babel ; 
*^ Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown, 390 

*^ Corrupt the fcnate, rob the crown ; 
*' To facrifice Old England's glory, 
*^ And make her infamous in ftory : 
*^ When fuch a tempeft fhook the land, 
*' How could unguarded Virtue ftand ! 395 

" With horror, grief, defpair, the Dean 
*' Beheld the dire deftrudtive fcene : 
*' His friends in exile. Op, the Tower, 
*^ Himfelf within the frJj^^ai of power ; 
^' Purfu'd by bafe-invenom-d -pens, 400 

^* Far to the land of f and fens j 

« A fer- 
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*' A fervile race in folly hurs'd, 

*' Who truckle moft, when treated worft. 

*' By innocence and refolution, 
** He bore continual perfeciition ; 405 

*^ While numbers to preferment rofe, 
" Whofe merit were to be his foes ; 
** When ev*n his own familiar friends, 
" Intent upon their private ends, 
** iiike renegadoes now he feels, 41c 

" Againft him lifting up their heels. 

" The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
*^ An infamous deftrudtive cheat ; 
** Taught fools their intereft how to know, 
** And gave them arms to ward the blow. 41 j 
" Envy has ownM it was his doing, 
** To fave that haplefs land from ruin ; 
** While they who at the fteerage flood, 
** And reap'd the profit, fought his blood. 

" To fave them from their evil fate, 420 

" In him was held a crime of ftate. 
^' A wicked monfter on the bench, 
** Whofe fury blood could never quench ; 
" As vile and profligate a villain, 
^' As modern Scroggs, or old Treffilian ; 425 
" Who long all juftice had difcarded, 
" Nor fearM he God, nor man regarded ; 
** Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent, 
*' And make him of his zeal repent : 
*^ But Heaven his innocence defends, 430 

^' The grateful people ftand his friends ; 
^* Not ftrains of law, nor judges* frown, 
" Nor topics brought to pleafe the crown. 
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*' Nor witnefs hir'd, nor jury pickM, 

'' Prevail to bring him in convidl. 435 

** In exile, witli a fteady heart, 
*' He fpent his life's declining part ; 
*' Where folly, pride, and fadion fway, 
" Remote from St. John, Pope, and C^av.'' 

" His friendlhips, there to few coniin'd, 440 
*' Were always of the middling l:ind ; 
*^ No fools of rank, a mongrel breed 
*' Who fain would pafs for lords indeed : 
" Where titles give no right, or power, 
** And peerage is a v^'ither'd flower ; 445 

*^ He would have held it a difgrace, 
*^ If fuch a wretch had known his face. 
*' On rural fquires, that kingdom's banc, 
'^ He vented oft' his wrath in vain : 
4fi =^c-vic-;ic -:'.:- -^- Vie ^,K^ fquires to market brought; 450 

*' Who fell their fouls and *- -^'^^ for nought 

'' The '*' * ''^ * * '^ '^ go j oy f ul back, 

<4 To *** the church, their tenants rack, 

*' Gofiiacks with "--**" ^^ 

** And keep the peace, to pick up fees : 455 

** In every jobb to have a iharc 

''■ A gaol or turnpike to repair; 

f^ And turn the tax for pui)ilc road:., 

*' Commodious to their own abodes. 

" Perhaps I may allow the Dean 460 

*' Had too much fatire in his vein ; 
** And feemM detcrmin'd not to Uarve It, 
*' Becaufe no age could more dcferve it. 
** Yet malice never was his aim ; 
*' He lafli'd the vice, but {v?.vd the name. 4C5 
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" No individual could refent, 

" Where thoufands equally were meant: 

" His fatire points at no defedt, 

** But what all mortals may correft ; 

*' For he abhorrM that fenfelefs tribe . 470 

*' Who call it humour when they gibe.: 

*' He fparM a hump, or crooked nofe, 

*' Whofe owners fet not up for beaux. 

" True genuine dulnefs movM his pity, 

*' Unlefs it offered to be witty. 475 

*' Thofe who their ignorance confeft, 

*' He ne'er offended wuth a jefl; 

** But laugh'd to hear an ideot quote 

*' A verfe from Horace learnM by rote. 

" He knew a hundred pleafing ftories, 48Q 
*' With all the turns of Whigs and Tories : 
** Was cheerful to his dying-day ; 
*' And friends would let him have his way. 

" He gave the little wealth he had 
" To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 485 

" And fhewed, by one fatiric touch, 
" No nation wanted it fo much. 
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AN EPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS* 
TO DR. H E L S H A M. 

SIR, Nov. 2^, at night, 1731. 

T7f7HEN I left you, I found myfelf of the grape's 

juice fick ; 
Fm fo full of pity, I never abufe fick ; 
And the patienteft patient that ever you knew fick; 
Both when I am purge-fick, and when I am fpew- 

fick. 
I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew fick j 
She mended at firft, but now fhe is a-new fick. 
Captain Butler made fome in the church black and 

blue fick. 
Dean Crofs, had he preachM, would have made us 

all pew fick. 
Are not you, in a crowd when you fweat and you 

ftew, fick? 
Xady Santry got out of the church when flie grew 

fick, 
And, as faft as fhe could, to the deanry flew fick. 
Mifs Morice was (I can you aflure 'tis true) fick : 
For, who would not be in that numerous crew fick ? 
Such mufick would make a fanatick or Jew fick, 
Yet, ladies are feldom at ombre or lue fick : 

♦ This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is given as a fpe- 
cimen of thofe bagatelles for which the Dean hath perhaps been too 
fcverely cenfurcd. Some which were ftill more exceptionable are 
fuppreffed, 

L z Nor 
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Nor is old Nanny Shales, whene'er fhe does brew 

fick. 
My footman came home from the church of a 

bruife fick, 
And looked like a rake, who w^as made in the 

ftews fick ; 
But you learned dodors can make whom you 

choofe fick : 
And poor I myfelf was, when I withdrew, fick ; 
For the fmell of them made me like garlick and rue 

fick, 
And I got through the crowd, though not led by a 

clue, fick. 
You hopM to find many (for that w^s your cue) 

fick ; 
But there w^as not a dozen (to give them their due) 

fick. 
And thofe, to be fure, ftuck together like glew, fick. 
So are ladies in crowds, whea they fqueeze and 

they fcrew, fick ; 
You may find they are all, by their yellow pale 

hue, fick; 
So am I, when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, fick, 

TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

IF I write any more, it will make my poor 
Mufe fick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew fick. 
And I wifh I may fcon be not of an ague fick ; 
But I hope I fhall ne'er be like you, of a Ihrcw fick, 
"Who often has made me, by looking afkew, fick. 

DR, 



DR. HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 

THE DoQdr's firft rhyme would make any 

Jew fick : 
1 know it has made a fine lady in blue Tick, 
For which fhe is gone in a coach to Killbrcw fick. 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when fhe flew 

fick: 
Laft Monday a lady at St. Patrick's did fpcw fick : 
And made all the reft of the folks in the pew lick. 
The furgeon who bled her his lancet out drew fick. 
And ftopt the diftempet, as being but new fick. 
The yacht, the laft ftorm, had all her whole crew 

fick ; 
Had we two been there, it would have made m? 

and you fick: 
A lady that long'd, is by eating of glew fick ; 
Did you ever know one in a very good QJick ? 
I m told that my wife is by winding a clue fick ; 
The doGors have made her by rhyme and by rue 

fick. 
There's a gamefter in town, for a throw that 

he threw fick. 
And yet the old trade of his dice he'll purfue fick ; 
I've know^n an old mifer for paying his due fick ; 
At prefent Fm grown by a pinch of my Ihoe fick, 
And what would you have me with verfcs to do fick ? 
Seudrhymes, and I'll fend you forne others in lieu fick. 
Of rhymes I have plenty. 
And therefore fend tvrenty. 
Anfwered the fame day when fcnt, Nov. 23. 

L 3 I defire 
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I defire you will carry both thefe to the DoSor, 
together with his own ; and let him know we are 
not perfons to be infulted. 

" Can you match with me^ 
** Who fend thirty-three ? 
** You muft get fourteen more, 
" To make up thirty-four : 
** But, if me you can conquer, 
" ril own you a ftrong cur ^'•" 
This morning I'm growing, by fmelling of yew, 
fick; 
My brother's come over with gold from Peru fick ; 
Laft night I came home in a ftorm that then blew 

fick ; 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo fick ; 
I hear, from good hands, that my poor coufm Hugh's 

fick ; 
By quaffing a bottle, and pulling a fcrew fick : 
And now there's no more I can write (you'll ex- 

cufe) fick ; 
You fee that I fcorri to mention word mufick, 
I'll do my beft. 
To fend the reftj 
Without a jeft, 
I'll ftand the teft. 
Thefe lines that I fend you, I hope you'll per-* 
ufe fick ; 
I'll make you with writing a little more news fick ; 
Laft night I came home with drinking of booze fick j 

* The lines " thus mark'd" were written by Dr. Swift, at the 
bottom of Dr. Helfham's twetity lines ; and the following fourteen 
were afterwards added on the fame paper. N. 

Mv 
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My carpenter fwears that he'll hack and he'll hew 

lick ; 
An officer's lady, Tm told^ is tattoo fick ; 
I'm afraid that the line thirty-four you will view 
lick. 

Lord! I could write a dozen more; 
You fee, I've mounted thirty-four. 



EPIGRAM, 

ON THE BUSTS * IN RICHMOND HERMITAGB. I732. 
« Sic fiti Ijetantur Dofli.'* 

TX7ITH honour thus by Carolina plac'd. 

How are thefe venerable buftoes gracM ! 
O Queen, with more than regal title crown' d, 
For love of arts and piety renown'd ! 
How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 
Her darling fons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more, 
Rever'd by her whom all mankind adore. 

ANOTHER. 

LEWIS the living learned fed, 
And rais'd the fcientific head : 
Our frugal Queen, to fave her meat, 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 

♦ Newton, Locke, Clarke, and Woolallon. 

L 4 A Con- 
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A Conclusion drawn from the above Epigrams 
and fent to the Drapier. 

SINCE Anna, whofe bounty thy merits had fed. 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head ; 
And fincc our good Queen to the wife is fo juft, 
To raife heads for fuch as are humbled in duft, 
I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Pry 'thee go," and be dead, and be doubly exalted. 

Dr. Swift's Answer.. 

HER majefty never fhall be my exalter; 
And yet flie would raife me, I kiiow, by a halter I 



TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 

WITH A PRESENT OF A PAPER -BOOK FINELY BOUND 

ON his birth-Day, November 30, 1732, 
BY JOHN EARL OF ORPERY. 

^T^O thee, dear Swift, thefe fpotlefs leaves I fend; 

Small is the prcfent, but finccrc the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care; 
Who knows tlie price that thou canft make it bear? 
Though tawdry now^, and, like Tyrilla's face. 
The Ipccious front fhines out with borrowed grace; 
Though pafte-boards, glittering like a tinfel'd coat, 
A ?y^ci tabula w^ithin denote ; 

Yet, 
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Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, * 
And n[iodern vices, fhould provoke thy rage ; 
If, warn'd once more by their impending fate, 
A fmking country and an injur'd ftate 
Thy great affiftance fhould again demand. 
And call forth reafon to defend the land ; 
Then fliall we view thefe fheets w^ith glad furprizc 
Infpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace, Ihall then, enrichM, difpenfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe ; 
Inform the judgment, animate the heart. 
And facred rules of policy impart. 
The fpangled covering, bright with fplendid ore. 
Shall cheat the fight with empty (how no more : 
But lead us Inward to thofe golden mines, 
Where all thy foul in native luftre fliines. 
So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair. 
With bloom of beauty grac'd, with fhape and air ; 
How is the rapture heighten'd, when we find 
Her form excell'd by her celeftial mind I 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 
ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK, 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 
BY DR, DELANY. 

TTITHER from Mexico I came. 

To ferve a proud lernian dame : 
^\''as long fubmitted to her will ; 
A.t length Ihe loft me at quadrille. 

Throueh 

w 
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Through nrarious fhapes I often pafsM, 

Still hoping to have reft at laft ; 

And ftill ambitious to obtain 

Admittance to the patriot dean ; 

And fometimes got within his door, 

But foon turn'd out to ferve the poor * ; 

Not ftroling Idlenefs to aid, 

But honeft Induftry decay'd. 

At length an artift purchased me. 

And wrought me to the fhape you fee* 

This done, to Hermes, I apply'd ; 
*^ O Hermes ! gratify my pride ; 
*' Be it my fate to ferve a fage, 
" The grcateft genius of his age ; 
" That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 
" Whofe living lines will never die !" 

I grant your fuit ; the God reply'd. 
And here he left me to refide. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE FOREGOING PRESENTS. 

A PAPER-BOOK is fent by Boyle, 
'^^ Too neatly gilt for me to foil. 
Delany fends a filver ftandifh, 
When I no more a pen can brandifh, 

* Alluding to 50:/. lent by the Dean, without intcrcll, to poor 
tradefmen. 

Let 
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Let both around my tomb be plac'd : 
As trophies of a Mufe deceasM : 
And let the friendly lines they writ, 
In praife of long-departed wit. 
Be grav'd on either fide in columns, 
More to my praife than all my volumes 
To burft with envy, fpite, and rage. 
The Vandals of the prefent age. 



THE BEASTS CONFESSION 
TO THE PRIEST, 

ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THEIR OWN TALENTS. I732. 

'IT 7 HEN beafts could fpeak (the learned fay 
^ They ftill can do fo every day) 
It feems, they had religion then. 
As much as now we find in men* 
It happen'd, when a plague broke out, 
(Which therefore made them more devout) 
The king of brutes (to make it plain. 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command. 
That every fubjedt in the land 
Should to the prieft confefs their fins j 
And thus the pious wolf begins: 
Good father, I muft own with fhame. 
That often I have been to blame : 
I muft confefs, on Friday laft. 
Wretch that I was ! I broke my faft : 

But 
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But I defy the bafeft tongue 

To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 

Or ever went to feek my food 

By rapine, theft, or thirft of blood. 

The afs, approaching next, confefs'd. 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeft : 
A wag he was, he needs muft own. 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, 
And might perhaps be too fevere : 
But yet, the word that could be faid, 
He was a wii both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a fin or fhame, 
Nature alone muft bear the blame : 
One fault he has, is forry for't, 
His ears are half a foot too fhort ; 
Which could he to the ftandard bring, 
HeM fhew his face before the king : 
Then for his voice, there's none difputes 
That he's the nightingale of brutes. 

The fwine with contrite heart allow'd. 
His fhape and beauty made him proud ; 
In diet was perhaps too nice, 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In every turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune fent : 
Inquire through all the pariih round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found : 
His vigilance might fome difpleafe ; 
^Tis true, he hated floth like peafe. 

The mimic ape began his chatter. 
How evil tongues his life bcfpatter* 

M^ch 
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Much of the cenfuring world complain'd, 
Who faid, his gravity was feign'd : 
Indeed the ftriftnefs of his morals 
Engag'd him in a hundred quarrels : 
Pie faw, and he was griev'd to fee't, 
His zeal was fometimes indifcreet ; 
He found his virtues too fevere 
For our corrupted times to bear : 
Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 
Might well excufe a Stoic's rage. 

The goat advanc'd with decent pace; 
And firft excus'd his youthful face ; 
Forgivenefs begg'd, that he appeared 
('Twas nature's fault) without a beard. 
*Tis true, he was not much inclined 
To fondnefs for the female kind ; 
Not, as his enemies obje6l:, 
From chance, or natural defeft ; 
Not by his frigid conftitution ; 
But through a pious refolution : 
For he had made a holy vow 
Of chaftity, as Monks do now : 
Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence. 
And ftri6Hy too. as doth his * Reverence* 

Apply the tale, and you fhall find, 
How juft it fuits with human-kind. 
Some faults we own : but, can you gucfs ? 
— Why, virtues carried to excefs, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
71iough neither foe nor friend allows uz. 

* The nriell his confeJor* 

"Ihc 
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The lawyer fwears (you may rely on't) 
He never fqueez'd a needy client ; 
And this he makes his conftant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His confcience always was fo nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he loft, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laft Eafter-term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job ; 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick difpatch ; 
Ne'er kept a caufe, he well may boaft, 
Above a term, or two at moft. 

The cringing knave, who feeks a place 
Without fuccefs, thus tells his cafe : 
Why fhould he longer mince the matter ? 
He fail'd, becaufe he could not flatter; 
He had not learn'd to turn his coat, 
Nor for a party give his vote ; 
His crime he quickly underftood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good : 
He found the minifters refent it. 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows, he cannot fawn, 
Though it would raife him to the lawn : 
He pafs'd his hours among his books j 
You find it in his meagre looks : 
He might, if he were worldly wife^ 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes ; 
But own, he had a ftubborn fpirit, 
That made him truft alone to merit : 

Would 
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Would rife by merit to promotion ; 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The dodor, if you will believe him, 
ConfefsM a fm ; (and God forgive him !) 
Call'd up at midnight, ran to iave 
A blind old beggar from the grave ; 
But fee how Satan fpreads his fnares ; 
He quite forgot to fay his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to ad: the parfon's part : 
Quotes from the Bible many a fentence. 
That moves his patients to repentance : 
And, when his medicines do no good. 
Supports their minds with heavenly food j 
At which, however well intended. 
He hears the clergy are offended ; 
And grown fo bold behind his back, 
To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a feat j 
Says grace before and after meat j 
And calls, without affeding airs. 
His houfehold twice a day to prayers. 
He Ihuns apothecaries {hops : 
And hates to cram the fick with flops : 
He fcorns to make his art a trade ; 
Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid. 
Old nurfe-keepers would never hire. 
To recommend him to the fquire ; 
Which others, whom he w411 not name, 
Jiave often pradis'd to their fhame. 

The ftatefman tells you, with a fneer, 
Xiis fault is to be too fmccrc ; 

3 And, 
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And having no finifter ends, 

Is apt to difoblige his friends. 

The nation's good, his mailer's glor) , 

Without regard to Whig or Tory, 

Were all the fchemes he had in view ; 

Yet he was feconded by few : 

Though fome had Ipread a thoufand lies, 

'Twas he defeated the Excife. 

'Twas known, though he had borne afperfion. 

That Handing troops were his averlion : 

His practice was, in every ftation. 

To ferve the king, and pleafe the nation. 

Though hard to find in every cafe 

The fitted man to fill a place : 

His promifes he ne'er forgot. 

But took memorials on the fpot; 

His enemies, for want of charity. 

Said, he afFe£ted popularity : 

'Tis true, the people underftood. 

That all he did was for their good ; 

Their kind affedlions he has tiy'd j 

No love is loft on either fide. 

He came to court with fortune clear. 

Which now he runs out every year : 

Muft, at the rate that he gees en, 

Inevitably be undone : 

Oh! if his majefty would pleafe 

To give him but a writ of cafe, 

Would grant him licence to retire. 

And it has long been his defire. 

By fair accounts it would be found. 

He's poorer by ten thoufand pound. 

He 
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He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 
He ne'er was partial to his kin ; 
He thought it bafe for men in ftations 
To crowd the court with their relations : 
His country was his deareft mother. 
And every virtuous man his brother ; 
Through modefty or aukward fhame, 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame) 
He found the wifeft man he could, 
Without refpeft to friends or blood j 
Nor ever ads on private views, 
When he has liberty to choofe. 

The fharper fwore, he hated play. 
Except to pafs an hour away : 
And well he might ; for, to his coft. 
By want of fkill, he always lofl ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats. 
Who had contriv'd a thoufand feats ; 
Could change the ftock, or cog a dye^ 
And thus deceive the fharpeft eye : 
Nor wonder how his fortune funk. 
His brothers fleece him when he's drunk. 

I own the moral not exa£l ; 
Befides, the tale is falfe in fad ; 
And fo abfurd, that could I raife up 
From fields Elyfian, flibling iEfop, 
I would accufe him to his face 
For libeling the four-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powers ; 
While we, whom rcafon ought to fway, 
Miftake our talents cvciy dav. 

Vol. \T[IL M ' ' The 
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The afs was never known fo ftupid 

To ad the part of Tray or Cupid ; 

Nor leaps upon his mailer's lap, 

There to be ftroak'd, and fed with pap. 

As -£fop would the world perfuade ; 

He better underftands his trade : 

Nor comes, whene'er his lady whiftles ; 

But carries loads, and feeds on thiftles. 

Our author's meaning, I prefume, is 

A creature bipes et implumis ; 

Wherein the moralift defign'd 

A compliment on human-kind : 

For here he owns, that now and then 

Beafts may degenerate into men. 



THE PARSON'S CASE. 

npHAT you, friend Marcus, like a Stoic, 
^ Can wifli to die in drains heroic, 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, all muft own, thy wifh is wife* 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife. 
Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life, 
Thy infolent, illiterate vicar. 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor. 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy caflbck rent, 
Thy credit funk, thy money fpent, 
Thy week made up of fafting-days. 
Thy grate unconfcious of a blaze. 
And, to complete thy other curfes. 
The quarterly demands of nurfes. 



Art 
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Are ills you wifely wifh to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O, what vurtue you exprefs, 
In wifhing fuch afflidions lefs ! 

But, now, fhould Fortune fhift the fcene. 
And make thy Curatefliip a Dean j 
Or fome rich benefice provide, 
To pamper luxury and pride ; 
With labour fmall, and income great ; 
With chariot lefs for ufe than ftate j 
With fwelling fcarf and gloffy gown, 
And licence to refide in town : 
To fliine, where all the gay refort. 
At concerts, cofFee-houfe, or court. 
And weekly perfccnte his Grace, 
With vifits, or to beg a place j 
With underlings thy flock to teach. 
With no defire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine, 
With plenteous meals and generous wine ; 
Wouldft thou not wifh, in fo much eafe. 
Thy years as numerous as thy days ? 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES* 

1733- " 

TpOOR ladies ! though their hufinefs be to play, 
•■■ 'Tis hard they muft be bufy night and day : 
Why fhould they want the privilege of men. 
Nor take fome fmall diverfions now and then ? 

M 2 Had 
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Had women been the makers of our laws, 
(And why they were not, I can fee no caufe) 
The men Ihould flave at cards from morn to night J 
And female pleafures be to read and write. 



A LOVE SONG, 

IN THE MODERN TASTE. 1733. 

I. 
TT^LUTTERING fpread thy purple pinions. 
^ Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 
I, a flave in thy dominions ; 
Nature muft give way to art» 

11. 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming. 

Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days confuming 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

III. 

Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 

Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth : 
Him the boar, in filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 

Fair Difcretion, firing the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking flumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 

V. Gloomy 
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V. 

Oloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
ArmM in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the cryftal mirrors. 
Watering foft Elyfian plains. 

VI. 

Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow. 

Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
^orpheus, hovering o'er my pillow, 

Heai me pay my dying vows. 

VII. 
Melancholy fmooth Maeander, 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flowery chaplets crown'd. 

VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping 

Softly feeks her filent mate. 
See the bird of Juno (looping j 

^lelody rcfigns to fate. 



M 3 Ou 
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On theWords BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

So familiarly ufed by the Advocates for the Repeal of 
the Test-Act in Ireland. 1733. 

N inundation, fays the fable, 
O'erflow'd a farmer's bam and liable j 
Whole ricks of hay and flacks of corn 
Were down the fudden current borne ; 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat forgot its pride. 
And fail'd with litter fide by fide ; 
Uniting all, to fliew their amity. 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new-dropt horfe's dung. 
Mingling with apples in the throng. 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
** See, brother, how we apples fwim." 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting corns. 
An oflfer'd fee from RadcliflT fcorns ; 
" Not for the world — ^we dodors, brothcr| 
" Mufl take no fees of one another." 
Thus to a Dean fome Curate floven 
Subfcribes, " Dear Sir, your brother loving." 
Thus all the footmen, fhoe-boys, porters. 
About St. James's, cry, ** We courtiers." . 
Thus Horace in the houfe will prate, 
*' Sir, we the minifters of ftate." 

Thus 
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Thus at the bar the booby Bettefworth, 

Though half a crown overpays his fweat's worth 

Who knows in law nor text nor margent, 

Calls Singleton his brother ferjeant. 

And thus fanatick faints, though neither in 

Do£trine nor difcipline our brethren, 

Are Brother Proteftants and Chriftians, 

As 'much as Hebrews and Philiftines: 

But in no other fenfe, than nature 

Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 

Lice from your body fuck their food ; 

But is a loufe your flefh and blood ? 

Though born of human filth and fweat, it 

fis well may fay man did beget it. 

And maggots in your nofc and chin 

As well may claim you for their kin. 

Yet criticks may obje<3:, why not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our fwarm of feds determine 
Employments for their brother vermin* 
But be they Englifh, Irifh, Scottifh, 
What Proteftant can be fo fottifh, 
While o'er the church thefe clouds are gatheringji 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mofes, by divine advice, 
In Egypt turn'd the duft to lice ; 
And as our feds, by all defcriptions^ 
Have hearts more hardened than Egyptians ; 
As from the trodden duft they ipring. 
And, tum'd to lice, infeft the king : 
For pity's fake, it would be juft, 
A rod ihould turn them back to duft. 

M 4 I«t 
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Let folks in high or holy ftations 
Be proud of owning fuch relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofom. 
As if they were afraid to lofe 'em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption — ^* Thou 'rt my father.'' 
For he that has fo little wit 
To nourilh vermin, may be bit* 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW} 

OR, 

THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 

UPON SERJEANT KITE'S INSULTING TH? DEAN* 

To the Tupc of, Dcrxy dowQ. 

JOLLY boys of St. Kevan Sj St. Patrick's, Donpre^ 
And Smithfield, I'll tell you, if not told before. 
How Bettefworth, that booby, and fcoundrel in 

grain, 
Has infulted us all by infulting the Dean» 
Knock him down, dpwn, down, knock him down. 

The Dean and his merits we every one know, 
But this fkip of a Lawyer, where the De*eldidhc 

grow ? 
How greater bis merit at Four Courts or Houfe, 
Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a loufe ? 

Kuock him dowi;!, &c. 

That 
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That he came from the Temple, his morals do 
fhow; 
But where his deep law is, few mortals yet know : 
His rhetoric, bombaft, filly jefts, are by far 
More like to lampooning, than pleading at ban 

Knock him down, &c 

This pedlar, at f{)eaking and making of laws. 
Has met with returns of all forts but applaufe ; 
Has, with noife and odd geftures, been prating 

fome years. 
What honefter folks never durft for their ears» 

Knock him down, &c« 

Of al! fizes and forts, the fanatical crew 
Are his Brother Proteftants, good men and true. 
Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turban's the fame, 
^^hax the De'el is 't to him whence the Devil they 
came? 

Knock him down, &€• 

Hpbbes, Tindal, and Woolfton, and Collins, and 
Nayler, 
And IV^uggleton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor, 
Are Chriftians alike ; and it may be averr'd. 
He's a Cbriftian as good as the reft of the herd. 

Knock him down, &p. 

He only the rights of the clergy debates. 
Their rights ! their importance ! We'll fet on new 
rates 

On 
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On their tithes at half-nothing, their priefthood ai;^ 

lefs: 
What's next to be voted with eafe you may guefs. ^ 

Knock him down, &c, a 

At length his Old Mafter (I need not him name) 
To this damnable Speaker had long ow'd a fhame ; 
When his ipeech came abroad, he paid him off clean. 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean. 

Knock him down, &Cf 

He kindled, as if the whole Satire had been 
The oppreffion of Virtue, not wages of Sin : 
^e began, as he bragg'd, with a rant and a roar ; 
He bragg'd how he bouncM, and he fwore how he 
fwore. 

Knock him down, Sec. 

Though he cring'd to his Dcanfhip in very low 
ftrains. 
To others he boafted of knocking out brains, 
And flitting of nofes, and cropping of ears. 
While his own afs's zaggs were more fit for the 
fhears. 

Knock him down, &Ct 

On this Worrier of Deans whene'er we can hit. 
We'll fhew him the way how to crop and to flit ; 
We'll teach him fome better addrefs to aflford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a 
fword. 

Knock him doWB, &c. 

We'll 
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We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, 
Donore, 
And Smithfield, as Rap was ne'er coked before ; 
We'll oil him with kennel, and powder him with 

grains, 
A modus right fit for infulters of Deans. 

Knock him down, &c. 

And, when this is over, we'll make him amends. 
To the Dean he (hall goj they fhall kifs and be 

friends : 
But how ? Why, the Dean Ihall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofe. 

Knock him down, &c. 

If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckon'd 
That ferjeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
You miftake; for a flave,wiio will coax his fuperiors, 
May be proud to be licking a great man's pofteriors. 

Knock him down, &c. 

What care we how high runs his paffion or pride ? 
Though his foul he defpifes, he values his hide ; 
Then fear not his tongue, or his fword, or his knife ; 
He'll take his revenge on his innocent wife. 

Knock him down, down, down, keep him down* 



ON 
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ON THE 

ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL, 
AND BE TTES WORTH. 

'T^EAR Dick, pr'ythee tell by what paffion you 

move? 
The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love ; 
And, while at good Cafhel you rail with fuch Ijpitet 
They fhrewdly fufpeft it is all but a bite. 
You certainly know, though fo loudly you vapour. 
His fpite cannot wound, who attempted the Dra-» 

pier. 
Then, pr*ythee, refle<3:, take a word of advice; 
And, as your old wont is, change fides in a trice : 
On his virtues hold forth ; 'tis the very beft way ; 
And fay of the man what all honeft men fay^, 
But if, ftill obdurate, your anger remains. 
If ftill your foul bofom more rancour contains ; 
Say then more than they ; nay, lavifhly flatter, 
'Tis your grofs panegyrics alone can befpatter : 
For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to ijpeak 

plain, 
Like very foul mops, dirty more than they clean, 



ON 
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ON POETRY: 
A RHAPSODY. 1733, 

A LL human race would fain be wits. 
And. millions mifs fot one that hits,' 
Young's univerfal paffion, pride, 
Was never known to fpread fo wide. 
Say, Britain, could you ever boaft g 

Three poets in an age at moft ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A fprig of bays in fifty years ; 
While every fool his claim alledges. 
As if it grew in common hedges. 10 

What reafon can there be affign'd 
For this perverfenefs in the mind ? 
JBrutes find out where their talents lie : 
A bear will not attempt to fly; 
A founder'd horfe will oft' debate, 1 5 

Before he tries a five-barr'd gate ; 
A dog by inftindl turns afide, 
Who fees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by folly, combats Nature ; 20 

Who, when fhe loudly cries. Forbear, 
With obftinacy fixes there ; 
And, where his genius leafl: inclines, 
Abfurdly bends his whole defigns. 

Not empire to the rifing fun 25 

By valour, conduft, fortune won ; 

Not 
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Not higheft wifdom in debates 

For framing laws to govern ftates ; 

Not fkill in faiences profound 

So large to grafp the circle round : qq 

Such heavenly influence require, 

As how to ftrike the Mufe's lyre. 
Not beggar's brat on bulk begot ; 

Not baftard of a pedlar Scot ; 

Not boy brought up to cleaning jQioes, 35 

The fpawn of Bridewell or the ftews ; 

Not infants dropt, the fpiuious pledges 

Of gypfies littering under hedges j 

Are fo difqualify'd by fate 

To rife in church, or law, or flate, 40 

As he, whom Phoebus in his ire 

Has blafted with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuftom in the fair. 

While not a foul demands your ware? 

Where you have nothing to produce 45 

For private life, or public ufc ? 

Court, city, country, want you not ; 

You cannot bribe, betray, or plot* 

For poets, law makes no provifion j 

The wealthy have you in derifion ; 50 

Of {late-affairs you cannot fmatter ; 

Are awkward when you try to flatter : 

Your portion, taking Britain round. 

Was juft one annual hundred pound j 

Now not fo much as in remainder, SS 

Since Gibber brought-in an attainder ; 

For ever fix'd by right divine 

(A monarch's right) on Grub-ftrcet line. 

Poor 
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Poor ftarveling bard, how fmall thy gains ! 
How unproportion'd to thy pains ! 60 

And here a fimile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten, 
The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devour. 
So, after toiling twenty days 6^ 

To earn a ftock of pence and praife. 
Thy labours, grown the critic's prey. 
Are fwallowM o'er a difh of tea : 
Gone to be never heard of more. 
Gone where che chickens went before. 70 

How fhall a new attempter learn 
Of different fpirits to difcern. 
And how diftinguifh which is which. 
The poet's vein, or fcribbling itch ? 
Then hear an old experienc'd finner, 7^ 

Inftrufting thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf ; and if you find 
A powerful impulfe urge your mind. 
Impartial judge within your breaft 
What fubjed you can manage beft ; 80 

Whether your genius moft inclines 
To fatire, praife, or humorous lines. 
To elegies in mournful tone. 
Or prologue fent from hand unknown. 
Then, rifing with Aurora's light, 85 

The Mufe invok'd, fit down to write j 
Blot out, correft, infert, refine. 
Enlarge, diminifh, interline; 
Be mindful, when invention fails, 
To fcratch your head, and bite your nails. 90 
6 Your 
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Your poem nnifliM, next your care 
Is needful to tranfcribe it fair. 
In modern wit all printed trafh is 
Set off with numerous breaks and daflies. 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe, 9^ 

You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes^ 
'Tis ten to one the wit efcapes : 
But, when in capitals expreft. 
The dulleft reader fmoaks the jeft: loa 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modifh drefs, 105 

Corredliy fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-poft to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into 't. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the coft, 
You need not fear your labour loft: no 

And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertised ! 
The hawker fliews you one in print. 
As frefli as farthings from the mint : 
The produd of your toil and fweating; 115 
A baftard of your own begetting. 

Be fure at Will's, the following day, 
Lie fnug, and hear what critics fay j 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, 120 

Damns all your thoughts as low and little, 
Sit ftill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 

Be 
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Be filent as a politician, 

For talking may beget fufpicion : 

Or praife the judgment of the town, 125 

And help yourfelf to run it down. 

Give up your fond paternal pride, 

Nor argue on the weaker fide : 

For, poems read without a name 

We juftly praife, or juftly* blame ; 130 

And criticks have no partial views, 

Except they know whom they abufe : 

And flnce you ne'er provoke their fplte, 

Depend upon 't their judgment's right* 

But if you blab, you are undone : 135 

Confider what a rifk you run : 

You lofe your credit all at once ; 

The town will mark you for a dunce j 

The vileft doggrel, Grub-ftreet fends, 

Will pafs for your's with foes and friends j 140 

And you muft bear the whole difgrace, 

Till fome frefli blockhead takes your place. 

Your fecret kept, your poem funk, 
And fent in quires to line a trunk. 
If ftill you be difpos'd to rhyme, 145 

Go try your hand a fecond time. 
Again you fail : yet Safe's the word ; 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 
But firft with care employ your thoughts 
Where criticks mark'd your former faults j 150 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd Wit, 
The fimiles that nothing fit ; 
The cant which every fool repeats, 
Town-jefts and coffee-houfe conceits, 

Vol. VIII. N Defcrip- 
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Defcnptions tedious, flat and dry. 
And introduced the Lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fury fet 
Againft the harmlefs alphabet ; 
On A's and B*s your malice vent. 
While readers wonder whom you meant j 
A public or a private robber, 
A ftatefman, or a South-fea jobber ; 
A prelate, who no God believes ; 
A parliament, or den of thieves ; 
A pick-purfe at the bar or bench, 
A duchefs, or a fuburb-wench : 
Or oft', when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Like ftepping-ftones, to fave a ilride. 
In ftreets where kennels are too wide ; 
Or like a heel-piece, to fupport 
A cripple with one foot too fhort ; 
Or like a bridge, that joins a marifh 
To moorlands of a different parifli. 
So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 
Drag different ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers, in Afric maps. 
With favage pidures fill their gaps,> 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns. 

But, though you mifs your third effay. 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now afide all thoughts of fame. 
To fpring more profitable game. 
From parry-merit feek fupport ; 
The vileft verfe thrives beft at court. 
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A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 

Will never fail to bring*in pence : 

Not be concern d about the fale. 

He pays his woi'kmen on the naiL tgo 

A prince, the moment he is crownM, 
Inherits every virtue roundj 
As emblems of the fovereign power, 
Like other baubles in the Tower : 

Is generous^ valiant, juft^ and wife, 195 

And fo continues till he dies ! 

His humble fenate this profeffes^ 

In all their fpeeches, votes, addreiTes. 

But once you fix him in a tomb^ 

JJh virtues fade^ his vices bloom ; aoo 

And each perfedion, wrong imputed, 

is fiilly at his death confuted^ 
The loads of poems in his praife^ 
A^rcending, make one funeral blaze t 
As foon as you can hear his knell^ {^ec 

X^his god on earth turns devil in hell t 
A.xid lo I his miniflers of ftate, 
TransformM to impd^ his levee wait j 
Where, m thtt fcenes of endlefs woe, 

They ply their former arts below ; aic 

And as they tall in Charon's boat^ 

Contrive to bribe the judge's vote ; 

To Cerberus they give a fop^ 

IJif triple-barking mouth to Hop ; 

Off in the ivory gate of dreams a 15 

rrfrojeA excife and South-fea fchemes $ 

Or hire their party-pamphletccrs 
To fct Elyfium by the ca»I 

N a Theng 
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Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your Mufe on kings alive ; 
With prudence gathering up a clufter 
Of all the virtues you can mufter. 
Which, form'd into a garland fweet, 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet ; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne. 
Will fmile, and think them all his own ; 
For law and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine : 
I mean the oracles of both. 
Who fhall depofe it upon oath. 
Your garland, in the following reign, 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But, if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which feldom is the dunce's cafe) 
Put on the critick's brow, and fit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a flirug, a fcornful fmile. 
With caution us'd, may ferve a while. 
Proceed no farther in your part. 
Before you learn the terms of art ; 
For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern criticks' jargon : 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place ; 
Get fcraps of Horace from your friends. 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
Learn Ariftotle's rules by rote, 
And at all hazards boldly quote j 
Judicious Rymer oft' review. 
Wife Dennis, and profound Bofltu 
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Read all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For thefe our criticks much confide in ; 
Though merely writ at firfl for filling, 
To raife the volume*s price a fhilling. 

A forward critick often dupes us 255 

With iham quotations peri bupfous : 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magifterially outfhine us. 
Then, left with Greek he over-run ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 260 

Tranflated from Boileau's tranflation. 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will's you hear a poem read. 
Where Battus from the table-head. 
Reclining on his elbow-chair, 265 

Gives judgment with decifive air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle fubmits. 
He gives directions to tlie town. 
To cry it up, or run it down; 270 

Like courtiers, when they fend a note, 
Inftruding members how to vote. 
He fets the ftamp of bad and good. 
Though not a word be underftood. 
Your leflbn learn'd, you'll be fecure 275 

To get the name of connoifleur : 
And, when your merits once are known. 
Procure difciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want them) 
Spread through Augufta Trinobantum, 280 
Computing by their pecks of coals. 
Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls ; 

N 3 Thefe 
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Thefe o*er their proper diftridls govern. 

Of wit »nd humour judges fovereign. 

In every ftreet a city-bard 285 

Rules, lik^ an alderman, his ward ; 

His indifputed rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end ; 

The neighbours round admire his flirewdnefs 

For fongs of loyalty and lewdnefs ; 290 

Out-done by none in rhyming well, 

Although he never learn'd to fpell. 

Two bordering wits contend for glory ; 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 
And this, for epics cl^ms the bays, 295 

And that, for elegiac lays t 
Some fain'd for numbers foft and fmooth, 
33y lovers fpoke in Punch's booth j 
And fome as juftly fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 300 

Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 
And Maevius reigns o'er K?ntifli-town : 
Tigellius plac'd in Phoebus* car 
From Ludgate Ihines to Temple-bar : 
Harmonious Gibber entertains 30J 

The court with annual birth*day ftrains ; 
Whence Gay was banilhM in difgrace ; 
Where Pope will never fliow his face ; 
Whete Young muft torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lofe his penfion. 319 

But thefe are not a thoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art. 
Attending each his proper ftation^ 
And all in due fubordination. 

Through 
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Through every alley to be found, 315 

In garrets high, or under ground ; 

And when they join their pericranies. 

Out fkips a book of mifcellanies. 

Hobbes clearly proves, that every creature 

Lives in a ftate of war by nature. 320 

The greater for the fmaller watch, 

But meddle feldom with their match. 

A whale of moderate fize will draw 

A flioal of herrings down his maw ; 

A fox with geefe his belly crams ; 325 

A wolf deftroys a thoufand lambs : 

But fearch among the rhyming race. 

The brave are worry'd by the bafe. 

If on Parnaflus' top you fit. 

You rarely bite, are always bit ; 330 

Each poet of inferior fize 

On you fhall rail and criticife. 

And ftrive to tear you limb from limb ; 

While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only teafe and pinch 335 

Their foes fuperior by an inch* 
Sp, natur^lifts obferve, a flea 
Has fmaller fleas that on him prey ; 
And thefe have fipaller ftill to bite 'em. 
And fo proceed ad infinitum. 340 

Thus every poet, in bis kind. 
Is bit by him that comes behind : 
Who, though too little to be feen. 
Can teaze, and gall, and give the fpleen j 
Call dunces, fpols, and fons pf whores, 345 
Lay Grub-ftreet at each other's doors j 

N 4 Extol 



i84 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Extol the Greek ancj Roman mafters, 

And curfe our modern poetafters; 

Complain, as many an ancient bard did, 

How genius is no more rewarded ; 350 

How wrong a tafte pi^evails among us j 

How much our anceftors outl'ung us ; 

Can perfonate an awkward fcorn 

For thofe who are not poets born ; 

And all their brother-dunces lafh, ^^S 

Who crowd the prefs with hourly trafli. 

O Grub-ftreet ! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whofe gracelefs children fcorn to own thee ! 
Their fiUal piety forgot, 

Deny their country, like a Scot ; 360 

Though, by their idiom and grimace. 
They foon betray their native place : 
Yet thou haft greater caufe to be 
Afliam'd of them, than they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 365 

Since firft the court allow'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty ftill. 
To purchafe fame by writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's time. 
How few have reached the low fublime ! 370 
For when our high-born Howard dy'd, 
Blackmore alone his place fupplyM : 
And, left a chafm fhould intervene, 
When death had finifli'd Blackmore's reign, 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 375 

Great poet of the hollow tree. 
But ah ! how unfecure thy throne ! 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 

They 
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They plot to turn, in fa£lious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common-weal ; 380 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to mites in cheefe, 
Than what a curious eye may trace 385 

In creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worfe, and worfe they fall ; 
But who can reach the worft of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite : 390 

In poetry, the height we know ; 
'Tis only infinite below. 
For inftance : when you rafhiy think. 
No rhymer can like Welfted fink, 
His merits balanc'd, you fhall find 395 

The Laureat leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more afpiring bard, 
Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops j 
The reft purfue as thick as hops : 400 

With heads to points the gulph they enter, 
LinkM perpendicular to the centre ; 
And as their heels elated rife. 
Their heads attempt the nether fkies. 

O, what indignity and IhamCj 405 

To proftitute the Mufes' name ! 
By flattering kings, whom Heaven defign'd 
The plagues and fcourges of mankind s 
Bred up in ignorance and floth, 
And every vice that nurfes botht 4x0 

Fair 
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Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleft, 
Whofe virtues bear the ftrideft teft ; 
"Whom never fadtibn could befpatter, 
Nor minifter nor poet flatter ; 
What juftice in rewarding merit ! 415 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 
What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and face ! 
Though peace with olive bind his hands, 
Confefs'd the conquering hero Hands. 420 

Hydafjpes, Indus, and the Ganges, 
Dread from his hand impending changes. 
From him the Tartar and Chinefe, 
Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 
The confort of his throne and bed, 425 

A perfeft goddefs bom and bred, 
Appointed fovereign judge to fit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 
Our eldeil hope, divine liilus, 
(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 430 

What early manhood has he Ihown, 
Before his downy beard was grown ! 
Then think, what wonders will be done 
By going on as he begun, 
An heir for Britain to fecure 435 

As long as fun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddeflfes, in number five ; 
Duke William, fweeteft prince alive. 44c 

Now fing the minifter of ftate, 
Who fhines alone without a mate. 

Obfervc 
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Obferve with what majeftlc port 

This Atlas ftands to prop the court : 

Intiifit the public debts to pay, 445 

Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 

Thou great vicegerent of the king. 

Thy praifes every Mufe fhall fmg ! 

In all affairs thou fole director. 

Of wit and learning chief protedor ; 450 

Tljough fmall the time thou haft to fjpare. 

The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a ftock 

You choofe, to rule the (able flock ! 

You raife the honour of the peerage, 455 

Proud to attend you at the fteerage. 

You dignify the noble race. 

Content yourfelf with humbler place* 

Now learning, valour, virtue, fenfe. 

To titles give the fole pretence. 460 

St. George beheld thee with delight, 

Vouchfafe to be an azure knight. 

When on thy breafts and fides Herculean, 

He fixM the ftar and ftring cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 465 

Shone ever fuch a conftellation ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your harps, and ftrow your bays : 
Your panegyricks here provide ; 
You cannot err on flattery's fide. 470 

Above the ftars exalt your ftyle. 
You ftill are low ten thoufand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards beftow'd 
Of incenfi? many a thouiaad load; 

But 
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But Europe mortify'd his pride, 47^ 

And fwore the fawning rafcals lyM. 

Yet what the world refusM to Lewis, 

AppIyM to George, exadly true is. 

Exadly true ! invidious poet ! 

*Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 480 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can. 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan, 
They could all power in Heaven divide. 
And do no wrong on either fide ; 
They teach you how to fplit'a hair, 485 

Give George and Jove an equal (hare. 
Yet why fliould we be lac'd fo ftrait ? 
FU give my monarch butter-weight* 
And reafon good ; for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 490 

Nor, though his priefts be duly paid, 
IKd ever we defire his aid : 
We now can better do without him. 
Since WboUlon gave us arms to rout hinu 

Cetera dejtderantur. 
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A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 
BY DR. SHERIDAN. 1733, 

*' To make a writer mifs his end, 

*' You've nothing elfc to do but mend." 

T OFTEN tryM In vain to find 

^ A fimile for woman-kind, 

A fimile I meant to fit 'em. 

In every circumftance to hit 'em. 

Through every beaft and bird I went, 

I ranfack'd every element ; 

And, after peeping through all nature 

To find fo whimfical a creature, 

A cloud prefented to my view. 

And ftrait this parallel I drew : 

Clouds turn with every wind about, 
They keep us in fufpence and doubt, 
Yet oft' perverfe, like woman-kind, 
Are feen to feud againft the wind : 
And are not women juft the fame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under. 
When bellowing they difcharge their thunder : 
So when the alarum-bell is rung 
Of Xanti's everlafting tongue. 
The hulband dreads its loudnefs more 
Than lightning's flafh, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain ; 
And what are tears but womens' rain ? 

The 
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The clouds about the welkin roam J 
And ladies never ftay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the fchemes of their forecafting. 
Are not more folid, nor more lafting. 

A cloud is light by turns^ and dark. 
Such is a lady with her fjpark ; 
Now with a fudden pouting gloom 
She feems to darken all the room ; 
Again ihe's pleas'd, his fears beguifd, 
And all is clear when (he has fmird. 
In this they're wonderoufly alike, 
(I hope the iimile will ftrike) 
Though in the darkeft dumps you view them. 
Stay but a moment, you^U fee through them. 

The clouds are apt to make reflexion. 
And frequently produce infedtion; 
So Cselia, with fmall provocation^ 
Blafts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy (how, 
(For they, like ladies, have their bow) 
The graved matron will confefs^ 
That (he herfelf U fond of drefs. 

Obfcrve the clouds in pomp array'd. 
What various colours are difplay'd ; 
The pink, the rofe, the violet's dye. 
In that great drawing-room the iky ; 
How do thefe differ from our Graces, 
In garden-filks, brocades, and laces? 
Are they not fuch another fight. 
When met upon a birth-day night ? 

The 
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The clouds delight to change their faihion : 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paffion!) 
Nor let this whim to you feem ftrange, 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fuUen fymptoms of the fpleen ; 
The moment that your vapours rife, 
We fee them dropping from your cyes^ 

In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fiing'd with borrowed gold ; 
And this i? many a lady^s cafe. 
Who flaunts about in borrowM lace. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow. 
Their words fall thick, and foft, and flow ; 
While brifk coquettes, like rattling hail, 
Our ears on every fide aflfail. 

Clouds, when they intercept our fight. 
Deprive us of celefl:ial light : 
So when my Chloe I purfue. 
No heaven befides I have in view* 

Thus, on comparifon, you fee, 
In every inilance they agree ; 
So like, fo very much the fame. 
That one may go by toother's name. 
Let me proclaim it then aloud. 
That every woman is a cloud. . 



ANSWER 
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ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFT. 

PRESUMPTUOUS Bard ! how could you dare 

A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pride and infolence you. fhow 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or fo loud as theirs ? 
Alas ! our thunder foon goes out ; 
And only makes you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worfe. 
That drives you not to pray, but curfe ? 

We hardly thunder thrice a year ; 
The bolt difcharg'd, the Iky grows clear : 
But every fublunary dowdy. 
The more fhe fcolds, the more fhe's cloudy* 

Some critick may objed:, perhaps. 
That clouds are blamM for giving claps j 
But what, alas! are claps ethereal, 
Compared for mifchief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give bubo's, ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your nofes dig out notches ? 
We leave the body fweet and found ; 
We kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy Iky befpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks j 
But women in a cloudy plight 
Foretell a ftorm to laft till night. 
A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleffings down in fruitful fhowers ; 

But 
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But woman was by fate defign'd 
To pour down curfes on mankind. 

When Sinus o'er the welkin rages. 
Our kindly help his fire afluages ; 
JBut woman is a curft inflamer. 
No parifh ducking-ftool can tame her : 
To kindle ftrife, dame Nature taught her ; 
Like fire-works, fhe can burn in water. 

For ficklenefs how durft you blame us. 
Who for our conftancy are famous ? 
You'll fee a cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together ; ^ 
While women, if it could be reckoned, 
Change every feature every fecond, 

Obferve our figure in a morning. 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
But can you guefs from womens' air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enrolled 
What honours we pofTefs'd of old. 

To difappoint Ixion*s rape 
Jove dreft a cloud in Juno*s fhape ; 
Which when he had enjoyM, he fwore, 
No goddefs could have plcas'd him more ; 
No difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud producM a race of Centaurs, 
FamM for a thoufand bold adventures ; 
Fjrom us defcended ab originey 
By learned authors callM nubigcna; 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know. 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 

Vol. VIIL O Before 
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Before JEneas durft afpire 
To court her majefty of Tyre, 
His mother beggM of us to drefs him. 
That Dido might the more carefs him : 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain, 
A flaxen wig, and clouded cg.ne, 
(The wig was powderM round with fleet. 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet) 
With which he made a tearing fliow ; 
And Dido quickly fmoak*d the beau. 

Among your females make enquiries, 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris ? 
With heavenly beauty fo endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
We drefs'd her in a gold brocade. 
Befitting Juno's favourite maid. 

'Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador'd us clouds as deities ; 
To us he made his daily prayers. 
As Arifl:ophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all dominion, 
And dy'd defending his opinion. 
By his authority 'tis plain 
You worfliip other gods in vain ; 
And from your own experience know 
We govern all things there below. 
You follow where we pleafe to guide.; 
O'er all your paflTions we prefide, 
Can raife them up, qr fmk them down, 
As we think fit to fmile or frown : 
And, juft: as we difpofe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

7 Com- 
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rJompare us then to female race ! 
: , to whom all the gods give place ! 
10 better challenge your allcp^iance, 
raufe \vc chvcll in higher regions ! 
u find the gods in Homer, dwell 
feas and dreams, or low as hell : 
*n Jove, and Mercury his pimp, 

higher climb than mount Olymp. 
ho makes you think the clouds he pierces ? 
I pierce the clouds ! he kifs their a — es j 
hile we, o'er TenerifFa plac'd, 
e loftier by a mile at leaft : 
id, when Apollo ftruts on Pindiis, 
z lee him from our kitchen-windows ; 
J to Parnaflus looking down, 
n pils upon his laurel crown, 
Fate never formed the gods to fly ; 
vehicles they mount the fky : 
len Jove w^ould ibme fair nymph inveigle, 

comes full gallop on his eagle, 
ough Venus be as light as air, 
I muft have doves to draw her chair, 
olio ftirs not out of door, 
thout his lacker'd coach and four, 
d jealous Juno, ever fnarHng, 
Irawn by peacocks in her berlin. 
: we can fly where'er w^e pleafe, 
r cities, rivers, hills, and feas : 
m eaft to wefl: the world we roam, 
d in all climates are at home ; 
th care provide you as we go 
th fun-lhine, rain, and hail, or fnov/. 

O z You, 



196 SWIFT'S POEMS, 

You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jove pifles on you through a fieve : 
An idle tale, 'tis no fuch matter ; 
We only dip a I'punge in water ; 
Then fqueeze it clol'e between our thumbs. 
And fhake it well, and down it comes ; 
As you fhall to your forrow know ; 
We'll w^atch your fteps where'er you go : 
And, fmce we find you walk a-foot. 
We'll Ibundly Ibuce your frize-furtout. 

'Tis but by our peculiar grace. 
That Phoebus ever fliews his face : 
For, when w^e pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide : 
And then how faucily he fliows 
His brazen face and fiery nofe ; 
And gives himfelf a haughty air. 
As if he made the weather fair ! ^ 

'Tis fung, wherever Cxlia treads. 
The violets ope their purple heads ; 
The rofes blow, the cow^flip fprings ; 
'Tis fung ; but we know better things, 
'Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often pifs upon a nettle j 
But, though we own fhe makes it wetter. 
The nettle never thrives the better ; 
While w^e, by foft prolific fhowers. 
Can every fpring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening. 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning j 
And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd. 
That lightning comes but from a cloud* 

But 
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But gods like us have too much fenfe 
At poets flights to take offence : 
Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compared to Venus. 

We own your verfes are melodious j 
But fuch comparifons are odious- 



A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL: 

OR, 

A New Ballad, written by a SHOE-Boy, on an At- 
torney who was formerly a Shoe-boy. 

*' Qui color ater crat, nunc eft contiarius atro." 

1IX7ITH fmging of ballads, and crying of news, 
With whitening of buckles, and blacking of 
fhoes, 
Did Hartley * fet out both (hoclefs and fhirtlefs. 
And moneylefs too, but not very dirtlefs ; 
Two pence he had gotten by begging, that's all; 
One bought him a brufli, and one a black ball j 
For clouts at a lofs he could not be much. 
The cloaths on his back as being but fuch ; 
Thus vampM and accoutred, with clouts, ball, and 

brufh, 
He gallantly ventured his fortune to pufh : 
Vefpafian thus, being befpatterM with dirt, 
Was omen'd to be Rome's emperor for't. 

• See the next poem, 

O 3 But 
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But as a wife fiddler is noted, you know, 

To have a good couple of firings to one bow ; 

So Hartley judicioufly thought it too little, 

To live by the fweat of his hands and his fpittle : 

He finds out another profeffion as fit. 

And ftraight he becomes a retailer of wit» 

One day he cried — " Murders, and fongs, and great 

news ! 
Another as loudly — ^^ Here blacken your fhoes !" 
At Domvile's * full often he fed upon bits, 
For winding of jacks up, and turning of fpits ; 
LickM all the plates round, had many a grubbing, 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a drub- 
bing : 
Such bailings efFe£l upon him could have none : 
The dog will be patient that's ftruck w^ith a bone. 
Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 
So expert and fo adlive at brufhes and ball. 
Was mov'd with compaffion, and thought it a pity 
A youth fhould be loft, that had been fo wutty : 
Without more ado, he vamps up my fpark. 
And now w^e'll fuppofe him an eminent clerk ; 
Suppofe him an adept in all the degrees 
Of fcribbling ai??i dajloo^ and hooking of fees ; 
Suppofe him a mifcr, attorney ^^r bill, 
Suppofe him a courtier — fuppofe what you will- 
Yet would you believe, though I fwore by the Bible, 
That he took up two news-boys for crying the libel ? 

* sir T. Domvile, patentee of the Hanaper-ofl:ce. 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 

FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE, 

By Way of Defence of Hartley Hutchinson, Efq. 

*' But he by bawling news about, 

** And apdy ufing brufh and clout, 

** A juftice of the peace became, 

" To punifti rogues who do the fame." Hud. 

By JAMES BLACK- WELL, Operator for the Feet. 

T SING the man of courage try'd, 

O'er-run with ignorance and pride, 
Who boldly hunted out difgrace 
With cankerM mind and hideous face ; 
The firft who made (let none deny it), 
The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 

The fa£t was glorious, we muft own, 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
Contemn'd I mean;— for w^ho would choofe 
So vile a fubject for the Mufe ? 

'Twas once the nobleft of his wifhes 
To fill his paunch with fcraps from diflies, 
For wdiich he'd parch before the grate. 
Or wdnd the jack's flow-rifing weight, 
(Such toils as beft his talents lit) 
Or polifli flioes, or turn the fpit ; 
But, unexpedledly grown rich in 
""Squire Donivile's family and kitchen, 
He pants to eternize his name. 
And takes the dirty road to fame j 

O. 4 Believes 
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Believes that pcrfecuting wit 
Will prove the fureft way to it ; 
So, with a Colonel * at his back. 
The Libel feels his firft attack ; 
He calls it a feditious paper, 
Writ by another Patriot Drapier ; 
Then raves and blunders nonfenfe thicker 
Than aldermen o'ercharg'd with liquor; 
And all this with defign, no doubt, 
To hear his praifes hawk'd about ; 
To fend his name through every ftreet. 
Which erft he roamM with dirty feet ; 
Well pleas'd to live to future times. 
Though but in keen fatiric rhymes. 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know, 
Was juflice many years ago, 
And minding then no earthly things, 
But killing libelers of kings : 
Or, if he wanted work to do. 
To run a bawling news-boy through ; 
Yet he, when wrapped up in a cloud. 
Entreated Father Jove aloud. 
Only in light to Ihcw his face, 
Though it might tend to his difgrace. 

And fo til' Ephefian villain fir'd 
The temple which the world admir'd, 
Contemning death, defpifmg fhamCj 
To gain an ever-odious name- 

* Colonel Kcr, a mere Scotchman, lieu ten ant-colond to lord 
Harrington's regiment of dragoons, who made a news-boy evi- 
dence againil the printer. 

DR. 
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DR. SHERlDAN^S BALLAD 
ON BALLYSPELLIN. 1728, 

ALL you that would refine your blood. 

As pure as flimM Llewellyn, 
By waters clear, come every year. 
To drink at Ballylpellin. 

Though pox or itch your (kins enrich 

With rubies paft the telling, 
'Twill clear your fkin before you've been 

A month at Ballyfpellin. 

If lady's cheek be green as leek 

When fhe comes from her dwelling. 

The kindling rofe within it glows 
When flae's at Ballyfpellin. 

The footy brown, who comes from town, 

Grows here as fair as Helen ; 
Then back fhe goes, to kill the beaux 

By dint of Ballyfpellin. 

Our ladies are as trefh and fair 
As Rofe, or bright Dunkelling : 

And Mars might make a fair miftake, 
Were he at Ballyfpellin. 



Wc 
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AVe men lubmit as they think fit. 

And here is no rebelling : 
The reafon's plain ; the ladies reign. 

They're queens at Ballyfpcllin. 

By matchlefs charms, unconquerM arms, 

They have the way of quelling 
Such defperate foes as dare oppofe 

Their power at Ballylpcllin. 

Cold water turns to fire, and burns, 

I know, becaufe I fell in, 
A ftream which came from one bright dame 

Who drank at Ballyfpellin. 

Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance. 

To bring their Anne or Nell in. 
With fo much grace, Fm fure no plac<? 

Can vie with Ballylpellin. 

No politicks, no fubtle tricks. 

No man his country felling : 
We eat, we drink ; we never think 

Of thefe at Ballyfpellin. 

The troubled mind, the puft with wind, 

Do all come here pell-mell in j 
And they are fure to work their cure 

By drinking Ballyfpellin, 

Though dropfy fills you to the gills. 
From chin to toe though fwclling, 

Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
A cure at Ballyfpellin. 

Death 
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Death throws no darts through all thefe parts, 

No fextons here are knelling : 
Come, judge and try, you'll never die. 

But live at Ballyfpellin, 

Except you feel darts tipt with fteel, 

Which here are every belle in : 
When from their eyes fweet ruin flies, 

We die at Ballyfpellin. 

Good cheer, fweet air, much joy, no care. 
Your fight, your tafte, your fmelling. 

Your ears, your touch, tranfported much 
Each day at Ballyfpellin. 

Within this ground we all fleep found. 

No noify dogs a-yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Gallia's fake, 

All night at Ballyfpellin. 

There all you fee, both he and fhe. 

No lady keeps her cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make, 

Who drink at Ballyfpellin. 

My rhymes are gone ; T think I've none, 

Unlefs 1 fliould bring hell in ; 
But, fmce I'm here to heaven fo near, 

I can't at Ballyfpellin ! 



ANSWER. 
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ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT, 



Tr\ARE you difpute, you faucy brute. 

And think there's no refelling 
Your fcurvy lays, and fenfclcfs praife 
You give to Ballyfpellin ? 

Howe'er you flounce, I here pronounce. 

Your medicine is repelling ; 
Your water's mud, and fours the blood 

When drunk at Ballyfpellin. 

Thofe pocky drabs, to cure thpir fcabs. 

You thither are compelling, 
Will back be fent worfe than they went. 

From nafty Ballyfpellin. 

Llewellyn why ? As well may I 

Name honeft dodor Pellin ; 
So hard fometimes you tug for rhymes. 

To bring in Ballyfpellin. 

No fubjeft fit to try your wit. 
When you went colonelling ; 

jBut dull intrigues 'twixt jades and teagues. 
You met at Ballyfpellin. 



Our 
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Our lafles fair, fay what you dare. 

Who fowins make with fhelling. 
At Market-hill more beaux can kill. 

Than yours at Ballyfpellin, 

Would I was whipt, when Sheelah ftript. 

To wafli herfelf our well in ; 
A bum fo white ne'er came in fight, 

At paultry Ballyfpellin. 

Your mawkins there fmocks hempen wear ; 

Of Holland not an ell in. 
No, not a rag, whatever you brag. 

Is found at Ballyfpellin. 

But Tom will prate at any rate. 

All other nymphs expelling ; 
Becaufe he gets a few grifettes 

At loufy Ballyfpellin. 

There's bonny Jane, in yonder lane, / 

Juft o'er againft the Bell-inn ; 
Where can you meet a lafs fo fweet, 

Round all your Ballyfpellin ? * 

We have a girl deferves an earl j 

She came from Ennifkellin : 
So fair, fo young, no fuch among 

The belles of Ballyfpellin. 

How would you ftare, to fee her there, ♦ 

The foggy mifts difpelling. 
That cloud the brows of every blowfe 

Who lives at Ballyfpellin ! 

JNow 
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Now, as I live, I would not give 

A ftiver or a flvcllin, 
To towlc and kifs the faireft mifs 

That leaks at Ballyfpellin. 

Whoe'er will raife fuch lies as thefe 
Defervcs a good cud-gelling : 

Who falfely boafts of belles and toafts, 
At dirty Ballyfpellin. 

My rhymes are gone to all but one, 
Which is, our trees are felling ; 

As proper quite as thofe you write, 
To force in Ballyfpellin. 



HORACE, PART OF BOOK I. SAT. IV, 
PARAPHRASED. 

T F noify Tom * fhould in the fenate prate, 

" That he would anfwer both for church and 
" ftate; 
" And, farther to demonftrate his afFeftion, 
" Would take the kingdom into his protection :'* 
All mortals mull be curious to inquire. 
Who could this coxcomb be, and who his fire ? 
" What ! thou, the fpawn of him f who fhara'd 

" our ifle, 
** Traitor, affaffin, and informer vile ! 

♦ Sir Thomas Pendergaft. 

f The father of Sir Thomas P j who engaged in a pjot to 

murder king William III. ; but, to avoid being hanged, tamed in- 
former againft his aflbciates, for which he was rewarded with a 
gq^d eftatej^ end made a baronet* 

tl Though 



4( 
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Though by the female fide ^* you proudly brmg, 
To mend your breed, the murderer of a king ; 
•* What was thy grandfu'e f , l)ut a mountahieer, 
•' Who held a cabbin for ten c;ro;its a year ; 
*' Whofe mailer Moore J preferv'd him from the 

" halter! 
** For ftealing cows ; nor could he read the Pfalter ! 
** Durft thou, ungrateful, from the fenatc chace 
** Thy founder's grandfon §, and ufurp his place ? 
** Juft heaven ! to fee the dunghill baftard brood 
*^ Survive in thee, and make the proverb good {| ? 
** Then vote a worthy citizen ^* to jail, 
** In fpite of juftice, and refufe his bail J" 



On a PRINTER'S beins; fent to NEWGATE. 
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ETTER we all were in our graves, 
Than live in flavery to Haves ; 
Worfe than the anarchy at fea. 
Where filhes on each other prey ; 

♦ Cadogan's family. 

f A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, condemned at 
Clonmell alTizcs to be hanged for Healing cows. 

X The grandfather of Guy Moore, Efq; who procured him a 
pardon. 

5 Guy Moore was fairly eledled member of parliament for Clon- 
mell ; but Sir Thomas, depending upon his interell with a certaia 
party then prevailing, and iince It own by the title of Parfon- 
hunters, petitioned the houfe agniuif him; out of which he was 
turned upon pretence of bribery, which the paying of his lawful 
debts was then voted to be. 

II " Save a thief fiom the gallows, and he will cut your throat.'* 

•• Mr. George Faulkner. See the verfes in the following page. 

Where 
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Where every trout can make as high rants 
O'er his inferiors, as our tyrants ; 
And Iwagger while the coaft is clear : 
But, fhould a lordly pike appear. 
Away you fee the varlet feud, 
Or hide his coward fnout in mud. 
Thus^ if a gudgeon meet a roach. 
He dare not venture to approach ; 
Yet ftill has impudence to rife. 
And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 



THE DAY OF JUDGEMENT- 

\X7ITH a whirl of thought opprefsM, 

I funk from reverie to reft. 
A horrid vifion feiz'd my head, 
1 faw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm'd with terrors, burfts the Ikies, 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies I 
AmazM, confus'd, its fate unknown. 
The world ftands trembling at his throne ! 
While each pale (inner hung his head, 
Jove, nodding, fliook the heavens, and faid : 
*• Offending race of human-kind, 
*' By nature, reafon, learning, blind ; 
•* You who, through frailty, ftepp'd afide ; 
** And you who never fell from pride ; 
** You who in diflferent fefts were fhamm'd, 
^* And come to fee each other damn'd : 
*^ (So fome folk told you, but they knew 
** No more of Jove^s defigns than you) 

« —The 
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*« — The world's mad bulinefs now is o'er, 

*' And I refent thefe pranks no more. 

*' — I to fuch blockheads fet my wit ! 

" I damn fuch fools ! — Go, go, you're bit." 



VERSES SENT TO THE DEAKt 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH PINE'S HORACE FINELY BOUND. 

BY DR. J. SI CAN. 

—•[Horace fpeaking] 

TTOU'VE read. Sir, in poetic ftrain, 
How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 
Have on my birth-day been invited, 
(But I was forc'd in verfe to write it) 
Upon a plain repaft to dine. 
And tafte my old Campanian wine j 
But I, who all pundlilios hate. 
Though long familiar with the great, ' 
Nor glory in my reputation, 
Am come without an invitation ; 
And, though I'm us'd to right Falernian, 
I'll deign for once to tafte lernian ; 
But fearing that you might difpute 
(Had I put on my common fuit) 
My breeding and my politefle, 
I vifit in my birth-day drefs ; 
My coat of pureft Turkey red. 
With gold embroidery richly fpread ; 

Vol. VIII. P To 
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To which I've fure as good j^retenfiortSi 
As Irifh lords who ftarve on penfions* 
What though proud minifterS of ftatc 
Did at your anti-chamber Wait ; 
What though your Oxford's and your St John^ 
Have at your levee paid attendance ; 
And Peterborough and great Ormond, 
With niany chiefs who no\v are dormant. 
Have laid afide the general's ftifF, 
And public cares, with you to laugh ; 
. Yet I fome friends as good can name, 
Nor lefs the darling fohs of fame ; 
For fure my PoUio and Maecenas 
Were as good ftatefmen, Mr. Dean, as 
Either your Bollngbroke or Harley^ 
Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 
And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 
rU match him with my Drufus Nero. 
You'll boaft, perhaps^ yout favourite Pope; 
But Virgil is as good, I hope. 
I own indeed I can't get any 
To equal Helfham and Delany ; 
Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian ifle Hippocrates j 
Since TuUy liv'd before my time, 
And Galen blefs'd another clime. 

You'll plead perhaps, at my requeft. 
To be admitted as a gueft, 
" Your hearing's bad!" — But why fuch fealrs 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears ; 
And for that reafon wifely took 
The form you fee me in, a book. 

4 Attack 



O N P S Y C H E* 211 

AttackM by flow-devouring moths, 
By rage of barbarous Huns apd Goths j 
By Bentley's notes, my deadlieft foes, 
By Creech's rhymes, and iDunftef 's profe ; 
I found my boafted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almoft expire : 
Yet ftiii they but in vain affailM ; 
For, had theif violence prevailed, 
And in a blaft deftroyM my fame, 
They would have partly mifs'd their aim j 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age^ 
'Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
From future pedant's muddy brains, 
An,d fix my longr-unceriain fate, 
You beft know how— which way ? — Trans- 
late. 



ON PSYCHE*. 

A T two afternoon for our Pfyche inqmrei 
"^ If^ tea-kettk'? on, aad her fmo^ ni the fire ; 
6p loiteriijg, fo adive.j fo bufy, fo idle j 
Which has fhe moft need of, a fpur or 9, bridled 
Thus agreyhQund put-ruas the whpk pack m aMce, 
Yet would rath?T b^ k^s4 ^^ ;W4 \^9^P ^ W¥^ 

place. 
She gives you f^ch plenty^ it pvit^ you hx pai^ j 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main* 

r 

• Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious lady, mother to the author c* 
k ^preceding poem* 

I Pa To 
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To pleafe you, flie knows how to chufe a nice bir ^ 
For her tafte is almoft as refin'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, fhe will trace every markets 
It would do your heart good, to fee how fhe will 

cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts ; for, it plainly appears. 
She faves half her viduals, by feeding your ears. 



THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 

JAMES BRYDGES arfd the Dean had long 
been friends j 
James is beduk'd ; of courfe their friendfhip ends : 
But fure the Dean deferves a fharp rebuke. 
For knowing James, to boaft he knows the Duke. 
Yet, fmce juft Heaven the Duke's ambition mocks. 
Since all he got by fraud is loft by ftocks, 
His wings arc clipp'd : he tries no more in vain 
With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 
Since he no more can build, and plant, and revel. 
The Duke and Dean feem near upon a level. 
Oh ! wert thou not a Duke, mygood Duke Humphry, 
From bailiff's claws thou fcarce could'ft keep thy 

bum free. 
A Duke to know a Dean ! go, fmooth thy crown : 
Thy brother (far thy betters) wore a gown. 
Well, but a Duke thou art; fo pleas'd the King ; 
Oh ! would his Majefty but add a fhring ! 



OK 
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DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY, 

TV/TAKE Rundle bifhop ! fie for fliame! 

An Arian to ufui-p the name ! 
A bifhop in the ifle of Saints ! 
How will his brethren make complaints ! 
Dare any of the mitred hoft 
Confer on him the Holy Ghoft : 
In mother-church to breed a variance, 
By coupling Orthodox with Ariahs ? 

Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 
What is there in it ftrange or new ? 
For, let us hear the weak pretence. 
His brethren find to take offence ; 
Of whom there are but four at mofl, 
Who know there is a Holy Ghofl : 
The refl, who boafl they have conferr'd it. 
Like Paul's Ephefians, never heard it ; 
And, when they gave it, well 'tis known, 
They gave what never was their own. 

Rundle a bifhop ! well he may ; 
He's flill a Chriflian more than they. 

We know the fubjed: of their quarrels ; 
The man has learning, fenfe, and morals. 

There is a reafon fliil more weighty j 
'Tis granted he believes a Deity, 
Has every circumflance to pleafe us, 
Though fools may doubt his faith in Jefus. 

P 3 But 
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But why (hould he with that be loaded, 
Now twenty year$ from court exploded, 
And is not this €>bje£tion odd 
From rogues who ae*er believed a God ? 
For liberty Jt cHamJiioii ftdut^ 
Though not fo gofpelr-ward devout. 
While othfert, hither feht to fave us. 
Come but to j^l^ihdet ihd enflare us ; 
Nor ever own*d a p6w6r diViiie, 
But Mammon, arid the German line. 

Say, how did Ruhdle undiermine ^tiii ? 
Who fhew'd a belter yW divinumf 
From andfeht tiahons ^(v'ould n<^\ ^^^i 
But thrice refus-d ^fcopath 

Our bifhop^ pred^efJOT^ Mi^ils^ 
Would offer all the fands qf Tag^s ; 
Or fell his children-, ho^fe, and lands, 
For that one gift> to lay-on hands : 
But all his gold could hot avail 
To have the Ipirit fet to fale. 
Said fttrly Peter, " Magus, pr*ythefe, 
- Be gone ; thy mon^y pcrifh with thee.'* 
Were Peter now alive, perhaps, 
He might have found a fccM-e of chaps : 
Could he but make his gift appear 
In rents three thoufand pounds ^ year. 

Some fancy this prortiotion odd, 
As not the handy-wprfc of God j 
Though e'eri the bifliops difappointed 
Muft own it made by God-s anointed. 
And, well we. know, the coug^ regal 
Is more fecure as well as legal ; 

Becau/c 
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Becaufe our lawyers all agree, 
That biftioprieks are held In fee. 

Dear Baldwin chafte, and witty Crofle, 
How forely I lament your lofs ! 
That fuch a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas ; 
For, had you made the king your debtor, 
Your title had been fo much betten 



EPIGRAM. 

T^RIEND Rundle fell, with ^evous bump, 

Upon his reverential rump. 
Poor rump! thou hadft been better foed, 
Hadft thou been join'd to Boulter's head : 
A head, fo wei^ty and profound. 
Would needs have kept thee from the^rowjd- 



% CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC,^o«l PESCRJP- 
TION of the 3L5<JIQN-CL^B. 1736, 

AS I ftroU the city, oft' J 

See a building jlargeiu^d Ipfty, 
Not a bow-fliot frppi the college ; 
Half the globe from/eniie ftnd J?«owle4ge : 
By the prudent archite^, 5 

Plac'd againft the church dke^. 
Making good ?fiy ^fw^d-dame's jeft, 
♦* Near the church' Wyou IdKiw the reft, 

P ^ Tell 
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Tell us, what the pile contains ?^ 
Many a head that holds no brains. lo 

Thefe demoniacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 
Such aflemblies, you might fwear. 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a noife, and fuch haranguing, 15 

When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudden gabble : 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villain's nofe. 20 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop. 
While the devil upon the roof 
(If the devil be thunder-proof) 
Should with poker fiery red 2^ 

Crack the ftones, and melt the lead j 
Drive them down on every fcull. 
When the den of thieves is full ; 
Quite deftroy the harpies' neft ; 
How might then our iflebe bleft ! 30 

For Divines allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 
And the Gofpel will inform us. 
He can punifh fins enormous. 

Yet Ihould Swift endow the fchools, 35 

For his lunatics and fools, 
With a rood or two of land ; 
t allow the pile may ftand. 
Vou perhaps will afk me. Why fo ? 
But it is with this proyifo : 40 

Since 
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Since the houfe is like to laft. 

Let the royal grant be pafs'd. 

That the club have right to dwell ;. 

Each within his proper cell. 

With a paffage left to creep in, 4^ 

And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in, ^ 
Sell the nation foi: a pin ; 
While they fit a-picking ftraws. 
Let them rave at making laws ; 50 

While they never hold their tongue. 
Let them dabble in their dung : 
Let them form a grand committee. 
How to plague and ftarve the city ; 
Let them ftare, and ftorm, and frown, ^^ 

When they fee a clergy-gown ; 
Let them, ere they crack a loufe. 
Call for th' orders of the houfe ; 
Let them, with their gofling quills, 
Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills ; 6q 

We may, while they flxain their throats. 
Wipe our a — ^s with their votes. 

Let Sir Tqiji, that rampant afs. 
Stuff his guts w:ith flax and grafs ; 
But, before the prieft he fleeces, 6j 

Tear the Bible all to pieces : 
At the parfons, Tom, halloo, boy, 
Worthy offspring of a fhoe-boy, 
Footman, traitor, vile feducer, 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accufer, 70 

Lay thy paultry privilege afide, 
Sprung from papifls, and a regicide; 

Fall 
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Fall a-working like a mole, 

Raife the dirt about your hole. * 

Come, aiCft me, Mviie obedient ! ^5 

Let us try fome new expedient ; 
Shift the fcene for half an hour. 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither^ gently Mufe, conduct me ; 
I fhall afk, and you inftru£t: me. 80 

See, the Mufe unbars the gate ; 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate t 

All ye gods who rule the foul ! 
Styx, through liell whofe waters roll ! 
Let me be allow'd to tell 85 

What I heard in yonder hell. 

Near the iioor an entrance gapes. 
Crowded round with antic ftiapes, 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Caufelefs Joy, and true De^ir ; ^o 

Difcord periwigg'd with fnafces. 
See the dreadful ftrides fhe takes ! 

By this odious crew befet, 
I began to rage and fret. 
And refolvM to break their pates, 95 

Ere we enter'd at the gates ; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper'd me, " Lay down your ftick." 
What, faid I, is this the mad-houfe ? 
Thefe, fhe anfwer M, are but fhadows, 1 00 

Phantoms bodikfs and vain, 
Empty vifions of the brain. 

In the porch Biriareus ftands, 
Shews abribe in all Hs bands: 

BriareHs 
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Briareus the fecretary, 105 

But we mortals call him Carey. 
When the rogues their country fleece. 
They may hope for penc^ a-piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To putron a fool's difguife, xia 

To befpeak fome approbation, 
And be thought a near relation. 
When ftxe faw three hundred brutes 
All involved in wild diiputes, 
Roaring till their lungs were Ipcnt, 115 

Plivijlegs 05 Parliament, 
Now a new misfortune feds, 
Dreading to ht laid by th' heels^ 
Never 4urft a Mufe before 
Enter that iii&nial door; ijto 

Clio, fl^fled with tlje fmeU, 
Into fplee^ ^fi4 vapours f e^i. 
By the Sygian ft^ams that flew 
From the dire i&fe&ipus crew. 
Not the fteuich of Lake Avcmus x 25 

Could have more pffen^ed her nofe j 
Had flie flown b«t o'er the top, 
^he had felt }ier pinions drop. 
And by e^diahrtions dire. 
Though a gp^defe, ilMjft jpstpire. 130 

In a fright ihe qrept away 5 
Bravely I refoly*d to f^y. 

When I faw the keeper frpwn, ^ 

Tipping him with half a crown. 
Now, faid I, we are alone, ^^s 

Name your l^eroes one by onCf 

Who 
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Who is that hell-featur'd brawler? 

Is it Satan ? No; 'tis Waller. 

In what figure can a bard drefs 

Jack the grandfon of Sir Hardrefs? 140 

Honeft keeper, drive him further. 

In his looks are hell and murder ; 

See the fcowling vifage drop, 

Juft as when he murder'd T — p. 

Keeper, fhew me where to fix 145 

On the puppy pair of Dicks : 
\ By their lantern jaws and leathern, 

You might fwear they both are brethren : 

Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player. 

Old acquaintance, are you there ? i^g 

Dear companions, hug and kifs, 
/Toaft Old Glorious in your pifs ; 

Tie them, keeper, in a tether. 

Let them ftarve and (link together ; 

Both are apt to be unruly, 155 

Lafh them daily, lafli them duly; 

Though 'tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 

Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 
Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, 

Sweetly fnoring in his cloak: 160 

Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum Wynne, 

Half encompafs'd by his kin : 

There obferve the tribe of Bingham, 

For he never fails to bring 'em ; 

While he fleeps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmiffive round him wait ; 

Yet would gladly fee the hunks. 

In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 

See, 
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JSee, they gently twitch his coat, 

Juft to yawn and give his vote, 1 70 

Always firm in his vocation, 

For the court, againft the nation. 

Thofe are A — s Jack and Bob, 
Firft in every wicked job. 

Son and brother to a queer 1 75 

Brainfick brute, they call a peer. 
We muft give them better quarter. 
For their anceftor trod mortar. 
And at Hoath, to boaft his fame. 
On a chimney cut his name. 1 80 

There fit Clements, D — ks, and Harrifon : 
How they fwagger from their garrifon ! 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this fide hell ? 
Harrifon, and D — ks, and Clements, 1 85 

Keeper, fee they have their payments. 
Every mifchiet's in their hearts ; 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 

Blefs us, Morgan ! art thou there, man ! 
Blefs mine eyes ! art thou the chairman ! 190 
Chairman to your damn'd committee ! 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight ! what ! learned Morgan 
Metamorphosed to a Gorgon ? 
For thy horrid looks, I own, 195 

Half convert me to a ftone. 
Haft thou been fo long at fchool. 
Now to turn a fadious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother. 
Every young divine thy brother. 200 

2 Thou, 
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Thou, a difobedient varlet, 
Treat thy mother like a harlot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown reverend preachers ! 
Morgan, would it not furprize one ! 20^ 

Turn thy nourifhment to poifon ! 
When you walk among your books. 
They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them faft, or from their fhelv^s 
They will come and right themfelves j 210 

Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
r All in arms prepare to back us : 
Soon rqpent, or put to flaughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 
Will you, in your faction's phrafe^ 215 

Send the clergy aU to graze j 
And, to Biak? your proj^ pafs. 
Leave them w>t a blade of grafs ? 

How I want xh^j kv^^xQU^ llo^t^i 
Thou, I hear, a pkmfs^ wgwe art, aso 

Were but you ^q4 I ^^qu^n^di 
$ivery mQafter flvpuld ^ painted : 
You fhould try ypur graift^-^tools 
On this odious gro^ifje 41^ fosk ; 
Draw the b«afts ^ I 4efcrU^ thc0,^ tf 25 

From their features, wJlUe J gibe then; 
I>Faw them like ; for I affute 70U, ^ 
You will need no rilr' catura ; 
Draw them fo, that we may trace 
All the foul in every i^ce. a^o 

Keeper, I mufl now ^etw^^ 
You have done what I defire : 

3ut 
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But I feel my fpirits fpent 

With the noife, the fight, the fcent. 

** Pray be patient ; you fhall find 235 

« Half the beft are ftill behind: 

^* You have hardly feen a fcore ; 

" I can flicw two hundred more." 

Keeper, I have feeil enough. 

Taldng theft a pinch of fnuff, 240 

I concluded, looking round them, 

" May their god^ the devil, confound them I" 



AN APOLOGY, &c. 

A LADY, wife as well as fair, 

Whofe confcience always was her care, 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 
Would have the text as well as comment : 
So heaiiftg of a gmve Divifte, 
She fent to bid hiife cottie and dine. 
But, you muft know, he was riot quite 
So grave as to be uftpolhe; 
Thought htmian learning would not leflcn 
TTie dignity of his profefli6n : 
And, if youM heard the man difcourfe. 
Or preach, you'd like hifti fcarce the worfe. 
He long had bid the cotitt far^wfell, 
Retreating fiteiit to his c@M ; 
Sufpeded for the love he bdre 
To one who fway'd fome tiitte before ; 
Which made it more furprifing how 
He Ihould be fent for thither now. 

The 
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The mcftage told, he gapes, and flares^ 
And fcarce believes his eyes or ears : 
Could not conceive what it fhould mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bowM, was thankful for the honour; 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brufti'd, his fhoes, and gown, 
Away he trudges into town ; 
PalTes the lower caftle-yard. 
And now advancing to the guard. 
He trembles at the thoughts of ftate ; 
For, confcious of his fheepifli gait. 
His fpirits of a fudden fail'd him ; 
He ftopt, and could not tell what ail'd him. 

What was the mefTage I received ? 
Why certainly the Captain ravM ! 
To dine with her ! and come at three ! 
Impoflible ! it can't be me. 
Or may be I miftook the word ; 
My Lady — it muft be my Lord. 

My Lord's abroad ; my Lady too : 
What muft th' unhappy Dodtor do ? 
" Is Captain Cracherode here, pray ?"— " No.'^ 
" Nay, then 'tis time for me, to go." 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
I'm fure he call'd me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak ; 
And yet there muft be fome miftake. 
Why, what a jeft fhould I have been, 
Had now njy Lady been within ! 

What 
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What could IVe faid? I'm mighty glad .. 

She went abroad — fhe'd thought me mad. 

The hour of dining now is paft ; 

Well then, I'll e'en go home and faft; 

And, fince I 'fcap'd being made a fcofF, 

I think I'm very fairly ofK 

My Lady now returning home^ 

Calls, " Cracherode, is the Dodlor come ?" 

He had not heard of him—" Pray fee, 

*' 'Tis now a quarter after three." 

The Captain walks about, and fearches 

Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches j 

Examines all the fervants round) 

In vain — no Dodtor's to be found. 

My Lady could not chufe but wonder : 

*' Captain, I fear you've made fome blunder : 

*' But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

*' rU try his manners once again ; 

" If rudenefs be th' effed of knowledge, 

" My fon fhall never fee a college*" 

The Captain was a man of reading. 
And much good fenfe, as well as breeding } 
Who, loath to blame, or to incenfe. 
Said little in his own defence* 
Next day another meflage brought : 
The Dodor, frighten'd at his faulty 
Is drefs'd, and dealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, then blulh'd and4)ow'd. 
Panting — and faultering — humm'd and ha'd^ 
** Her Ladylhip was gone abroad ; 
** The Captain too — he did not know 
^* Whether he ought to ftay or go ;" 

Vol. VIIL Q^ Bcg^M 
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Begg'd fheM forgive him. In conclufion, 

My Lady, pitying his confufion, 

Caird her good-nature to relieve him ; 

Told him, fhe thought fhe might believe him ; 

And would not only grant his fuit, 

But vifit him, and eat fome fruit ; 

Provided, at a proper time 

He told the real truth in rhyme : 

'Twas to no purpofe to oppofe, 

She'd hear of no excufe in profe. 

The Do6tor flood not to debate. 

Glad to compound at any rate ; 

So, bowing, feemingly comply'd ; 

Though, if he durft, he had deny'd. 

But firft, refolv'd to fhew his tafte, 

Was too refin'd to give a feaft: 

He'd treat with nothing that was rare. 

But winding walks and purer air ; 

Would entertain without expence, 

Or pride, or vain magnificence : 

For well he knew, to fuch a gueft 

The plained meals muft be the beft. 

To ftomachs cloggM with coftly fare 

Simplicity alone is rare; ^ 

While high, and nice, and curious meats, 

Are really but vulgar treats. 

Inftead of fpoils of Perfian looms, 

The coftly boafts of regal rooms. 

Thought it more courtly and difcreet 

To fcatter rofes at her feet ; 

Rofes of richeft dye, that fhone 

With native luftre, like her own : 

Beauty 
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Beauty that needs no aid of art 

Through every fenfe to Veach the heart. 

The gracious dame, though Well fhe knew 

All this was much beneath her due, 

Lik'd every thing — at leaft thought fit 

To praife it par mantere cT acquit. 

Yet fhe, though feeming pleas'd, can't bear 

The fcorching fun, or chilling air ; 

Difturb'd alike at both extremes. 

Whether he fhews or hides his beatns : 

Though feeming pleasM at all flie fees, 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees ; 

And fcarce can fpeak for want of breath, 

In half a walk fatigued to death. 

The Dodor takes his hint from hence, 

T* apologize his late offence : 

*^ Madam, the mighty power of ufe 

** Now flrangely pleads in my excufe : 

** If you unusM have fcarcely flrength 

*' To gain this walk's untoward length j 

*' If, frightened at a fcene fo rude, 

** Through long difufe of folitude ; 

** If, long confined to fires and fcreens, 

** You dread the waving of thefe greens ; 

" If you, who long have breath'd the fume$» 

*^ Of city-fogs and crowded rooms,, 

*' Do now folicitoufly fhun 

" The cooler air and dazzling fun ; 

*' If his majeftic eye you flee, 

" Learn hence t* excufe and pity me* 

*' Confider what it is to bear 

" The powder'd courtier's witty fneer j 

0^2 iO 
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" To fee tV important man of drefs 

" Scoffing my coUege-aukwardnefs ; 

" To be the ftrutting cornet's fport, 

" To run the gauntlet of the court, 

** Winning my way by flow approaches, 

" Through crowds of coxcombs and of coaches, 

" From the firft fierce cockaded centry, 

" Quite through the tribe of waiting-gentry ; 

" To pafs fo many crowded ftages, 

" And ftand the flaring of your pages ; 

" And, after all, to crown my fpleen, 

" Be told — " You are not to be feea ;" 

" Or, if you are, be forced to bear 

" The awe of your majeftic ain 

" And can I then be faulty found, 

*' In dreading this vexatious round ? 

" Can it be flrange, if I efchew 

" A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 

*' Or is he criminal that flies 

** The living luftre of your eyes ?" 



THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING. 

/^N rainy days alone I dine 

Upon a chick and pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this my fervants much enrages. 
No fcraps remain to fave board-wages. 

In 
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In weather fine I nothing fpend. 
But often fpunge upon a friend : 
Yet, where he's not fo rich as I, 
I pay my club, and fo good b'ye. 



VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT-WOMEN, &c. 

APPLES. 

/^OME buy my fine wares, 

Phimbs, apples, and pears, 
A hundred a penny, 
In confcience too many : 
Come, will you have any ? 
My children are feven, 
I wilh them in Heaven ; 
My hufband a fot. 
With his pipe and his pot. 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
And I muft maintain them. 

ASPARAGUS. 

RIPE Yparagrafs, 
Fit for lad or lafs, 
. To make their water pafs : 
O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken ! 



ONIONS, 

COME, follow me by the fmell, 
Here are delicate onions to fell, 
I promife to ufe you well, 

CL3 They 



\ 
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They make the blood warmer ; 

You 11 feed like a farmer : 

For this is every cook's opinion. 

No favoury difti without an onion ; 

]But, left your kifling fhould be fpoil'd. 

Your onions muft be thoroughly boilM : 

Or elfe you may fpare 

Your miftrefs a fhare, 
The fecret will never be known ; 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of her lover, 
But think it as fweet as her own, 

OYSTERS, 

CHARMING oyfters I cry; 
My mafters, come buy. 
So plump and fo frefh. 
So fweet is their flelh, 
No Colchefter oyfter 
Is fweeter and moifter ; 
Your ftomach they fettle. 
And roufe up your naettle : 
They'll make you a dad 
Of a lafs or a lad ; 
And madam your wife 
They'll pleafe to the life j 
Be fhe barren, be fhe old. 
Be fhe flut, or be fhe fcold. 
Eat my oyfters, and lye near her. 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 



H E 5 
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HERRINGS. 

BE not fparlng, 
Leave ofF fwearing. 
Buy my herring 
Frefli from Malahide *, 
Better never was trv'd* 
Come, eat them with pure frefh butter and muftard, 
Their bellies are foft, and as white as a cuftard. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to get me fome bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, I foon fliall be dead. 

O R A N G E &• 

Come buy my line oranges, fauce for your veal, 
"^^d. charming when fqueezM in a pot of brown ale ; 
^^11 roafted, with fugar and wine in a cup, 
*^cy'll make a fweet bifliop when gentle-folks fup. 



!^ K ROVER. A LADY'S SPANIEL. 

Instructions to a PAiNTERf. 

TTAPPIEST of the fpaniel-race. 

Painter, with thy colours grace : 
Draw his forehead large and high, 
Draw his blue and humid eye ; 
Draw his neck fo fmooth and round, 
Little neck with ribbons bound ; 

• Near Dublin. 

t In ridicule of Philips's poem on Mifs Carteret. 

CL4 And 
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And the mufcly fwelling breaft 
Where the Loves and Graces i^eft ; 
And the fpreading even back. 
Soft, and fleek, and glofly black ; 
And the tail that gerrtly twines, 
Like the tendrils of the vines ; 
And the filky twifted hair. 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear ; 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low. 
O'er the veiny temples flow. 
With a proper light and fhade, 

Let the winding hoop be laid ; 
And within that arching bower '' 
(Secret circle, myftic power) 
' In a downy flumber place 
Happieft of the Spaniel race; 
While the foft perfpiring Dame, 
Glowing with the fofteft flame. 
On the ravifh'd favourite pours 
Balmy dews, ambrofial fhowers ! 
With thy utmofl: fkill exprefs 
Nature in her richeft drefs. 
Limpid rivers fmoothly flow^ing. 
Orchards by thofe rivers blowing ; 
CurUng wood-bine, myrtle fliade, 
And the gay enamel' d mead ; 
Where the linnets fit and fmg. 
Little fportlings of the Spring; 
Where the breathing field and grove 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love. 
Here for me, and for the Mufe, 
Colours of refemblance choofe, 



Make 
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Make of lineaments divine, 

Daply female fpaniels fhine, 

Pretty fondlings of the fair. 

Gentle damfels, gentle care ; 

But to one alone impart 

All the flattery of thy art. 

Crowd each feature, crowd each grace. 

Which complete the defperate face ; 

Let the fpotted wanton Dame 

Feel a new refiftlefs flame ; , 

Let the happiefl: of his race 

Win the fair to his embrace. 

But in fhade the refl: conceal. 

Nor to fight their joys reveal, 

Lefl: the pencil and the Mufe 

Loofe defires and thoughts infufe. 



EPIGRAM* 

T>EHOLD ! a proof of Irifh fenfe ! 

Here Irifh wit is feen ! 
When nothing's left, that's worth defence. 

We build a magazine. 

• The Dean, in his lunacy, had fome intervals of fenle ; at 
which time his guardians, or phyiicians, took him out for the air. 
On one of thcfe days, when they came to the Park, Swift remarked 
a new building, which he had never feen, and alked what it was 
designed for. To which Dr. Kingfbury anfwered, ** That, Mr. 
*« Dean, is the magazine for arms and powder, for the fecurity of 
" the city." *' Oh ! oh !" fays the Dean, pulling out his pocket- 
book, ** let me take an item of that* This is worth remarking : 
** my tablets, as Hamlet fays, my tablets — memory pot down 
^' that !"— Wi^ici) prgduced tb^ ^Qve UaMi &i4 i% bf A» lall he 
pver wTQic, 
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INTRODUCTION*. 



AS my life hath been chiefly (pent in confult- 
ing the honour and welfare of my country 
for more than forty years paft, not without an- 
fwerable fuccefs, if the world and my friends have 
not flattered me ; fo there is no point wherein I 
have fo much laboured, as that of improving and 
polifliing all parts of converfation between perfons 
of quality, whether they meet by accident or in- 
vitation, at meals, tea, or vifits, mornings, noons, 
or evenings. 

I have paflfed perhaps more time than any other 
man of my age and country in vifits and afl!em- 
blies, where the polite perfons of both fe:^es diftin- 
guifh themfelves ; and could not without much 
grief obferve how frequently both gentlemen and 
ladies are at a lofs for queflions, anfwers, replies, 
and rejoinders. However, my concern was much 
abated, when I found that thefe defects were not 

* This trcatife appears to have been v^.Titten vyith the fame view, 
as the Tritical Eflayon the Faculties of the Mind, but upon a more 
general plan : the ridicule, which is there confined to literary com- 
pofition, is here extended to converfation, but its object is the fame 
in both ; the repetition of quaint phrafes picked up by rote either 
from the living or the dead, and applied upon every occafion to con- 
ceal ignorance or llupidity, or to prevent the labour of thoughts to 
produce native fentimenr, and combine fiich word*; as will precifely 
rxpreC- it. 

occafioned 
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occafioned by any want of materials, but becaufe 
thofe materials were not in every hand : for in- 
ftance, one lady can give an anfwer better than alk 
a queftion : one gentleman is happy at a reply ; 
another excels in a rejoinder : one can revive a 
knguifhing convcrfation by a fudden furprizing 
fentence ; another is more dexterous in feconding ; 
a third can fill up the gap with laughing, or com- 
mending what has been faid : thus frefh hints may 
be ftarted, and the ball of the difcourfe kept up. 

But alas I this is too feldom the cafe, even in the ■ 
mod feleft companies. How often do we fee at court, 
at public vifiting days, at great men's levees, and 
other places of general meeting, that the convcrfa- 
tion falls and drops to nothing, like a fire without 
liipply of fuel ! This is what we all ought to la- 
ment J and againft this dangerous evil I take upon 
me to affirm, that I have in the following papers 
provided an infallible remedy. 

It was in the year 1695, and the fixth of his 
late majefty King William the Third of ever glo- 
rious and immortal memory, who refcued three 
kingdoms from popery and flavery, when, being 
about the age of fix-and-thirty, my judgment ma- 
ture, of good reputation in the world, and w^ell 
acquainted with the beft families in town, I deter- 
mined to fpend five mornings, to dine four times, 
pafs three afternoons, and fix evenings every week, 
in the houfes of the moft polite families, of which 
I would confine myfelf to fifty ; only changing as 
the matters or ladies died, or left the town, or. 
grew out of vogue, or funk in their fortunes, or 
(which to me was of the higheft moment) became 

^l^faffeaed 
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difaffeded to the government ; which pradlice I 
have followed ever fince to this very day ; except 
when I happened to be fick, or in the fpleen upon 
cloudy weather, and except when I entertained 
four of each fex at my own lodgings once in a 
month, byway of retaliation.* " ^ " 

I always kept a large table-book in my pocket ; 
and as foon as I left the company, I immediately 
entered the choiceft expreffions that pafled during 
the vilit ; which, returning home, I tranfcribed in 
a fair hand, but fomewhat enlarged ; and had made 
the greateft part of my colle<3:ion in twelve years,' 
but not digefted into any method ; for this I found 
was a work of infinite labour, and what required 
the niceft judgment, and confequently could not be 
brought to any degree of perfedion in lefs than 
lixteen years more. 

Herein I refolved to exceed the advice of Ho- 
race, a Roman poet, which I have read in Mr. 
Creech's admirable tranflation ; that an author 
fhould keep his works nine years in his clofet, be- 
fore he ventured to publifh them : and finding that 
I ftill received fome additional flowers of wit and 
language, although in a very fmall number, I de- 
termined to defer the publication, to purfue my 
defign, and exhauft (if poffible) the whole fubjeft, 
that I might prefent a complete fyftem to the 
world ; for I am convinced by long experience, 
that the criticks will be as fevere as their old envy 
againft me can make them : I forefee they will ob- 
]e<9:, that I have inferted many anfwers and replies 
which are neither witty, humorous, polite, nor 
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authentic ; and have omitted othera that wculd 
havp been highly ufeful, as well as entertaining. 
JBut let them come to particulars,' And I will boldly 
•engage to confote their malice. 

For tfeefe laft'iix oy feven years I have not been 
able to adii ^hoTC nine valuable fentences to enrich 
.n^y cojUe^on : from, whence I conclude, that what 
r^pjajjis wiir amount only to a trifle. However, 
iJF, after the publioation of this work, any lady or 
ge^tleman^,when they have read it, fliall find the 
leaft thing pf importance omitted, I defire they 
will ^eafe to fupply my defers by communicating 
to me their difcoveries; and their letters may be 
directed to Simon Wagstaff, Efq. at his lodg- 
ings next door to the Gloucefter-head in St. 
James's-ftreet, paying the poftage. In return of 
which favour, I fhall make honourable mention of 
their names in a fhort preface to the fecond edi- 
tion. 

In the mean time, I cannot but with fome pride, 
and much pleafure, congratulate with my dear 
country, which has outdone all the nations of Eu- 
rope, in advancing the whole art of converfation to 
the greateft height it is capable of reaching ; and 
therefore, being entirely convinced that the collec- 
tion I now offer to the publick is full and com- 
plete, I may at the fame time boldly aflirm, that 
the whole genius, humour, politenefs, and elo- 
quence of England, are fummed up in it : nor is 
the treafure fmall, wherein are to be found at leafl 
a thoufand fhining queftions, anfwers, repartees, 
replies and rejoinders, fitted to adorn every kind of 
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difcourfe that an aflembly of Englifh ladies and 
gentlemen, met together for their mutual enter- 
tainment, can pc^ffibly want l^^efpecialljr .whetl' the 
feveral flowers mall be fet off aijd imjtroved by tKc 
fpeakers, with every circumftance *bf preface and 
circumlocution, in proper ten|tej ^ i|p!l ' attended 
with praife, laughter, or aSmitaKoil^ t «» 

There is a natural, involuntary djj^oTtiocupf thd 
mufcles, which is the anatomical ^caufe of Ikughter : 
but there is another caufe of frng^tpv which de- 
cency requires, and is the undoubted *mark 6f a . 
good tafte, as well as of a polite obliging ^beha- 
viour ; neither is this to be acquired without much 
obfervation, long pradice, and a found judgment; 
I did therefore once intend, for the eafe of the 
learner, to fet down in all parts of the following 
dialogues certain marks, afterifks, or nota-benes (in 
Englifh, mark-wells) after moft queftions, and 
every reply or anfwer ; direding exadly the mo- 
ment when one, two, or all the company are to 
laugh : but having duly conlidered, that this ex- 
pedient would too much enlarge the bulk of the 
volume, and confequently the price ; and likewife 
that fomething ought to be left for ingenious 
readers to find out, I have determined to leave that 
whole affair, although of great importance, to their 
own difcretion. 

The reader mufl learn by all means to diflinguifh 
between proverbs and thofe polite fpeeches which 
beautify converfation : for, as to the former, I ut- 
terly rejed them out of all ingenious difcourfe. I 
acknowledge indeed, that there may poflibly be 
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found in this treatiie a few fayings, among fo 
great a number of fmart turns of wit and humout 
as I have produced, w^hich have a proverbial air : 
however, I hope it will be confidered, that even 
thefe were not originally proverbs, but the genuine 
produdiions of fuperior wits, to enibellilh and fup* 
port converfation ; whence, with great impro- 
priety as well as plagiarifm (if you will forgive 
a hard word) they have mofl injurioufly been 
transferred into proverbial maxims ; and therefore, 
in juftice, ought to be refumed out of vulgar hands, 
to adorn the drawing-rooms of princes both male 
and female, the levees of great minifters, as well 
as the toilet and tea-table of the ladies. 

I ean faithfully affure the reader, that there is 
not one fmgle witty phrafe in this whole colledtlon, 
which has not received the ftamp and approbation 
of at leaft one hundred years, and how much 
longer it is hard to determine ; he may therefore 
be fecure to find them all genuine, fterling, and 
authentic. 

But, before this elaborate treatife can become of 
univerfal ufe and ornament to my native country, 
two points, that will require time and much appli- 
cation, are abfolutely neceffary. 

For, firft, whatever perfon would afpife to be 
completely witty, fmart, humorous, and polite^ 
muft, by hard labour, be able to retain in his me- 
mory every fingle fentence contained in this worki 
fo as never to be once at a lofs in applying the 
right anfwera, queftions, repartees, and the like, 
immediately, . and without ftudy or hefitation* 
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And, fecondly, after a lady or gentleman has fo 
VreW overcome this difficulty as never to be at a 
lofs upon any emergency, the true management of 
every feature, and almoft of every limb, is equally 
necefTary; without which an infinite number of 
abfurdities will inevitably enfue. For inftance, 
there is hardly a polite feiitence in the following 
dialogues, which does not abfolutely reqirtre fome 
peculiar graceful motion irf 4he eyes, or nofe, or 
mouth, or forehead, or chin, or fuitable tofs of the . 
head, with certain offices affigned to each hand j ' 
and in ladies, the whole exercife of the fan, fitted 
to the energy of every word 'they deliver ; by no 
means omitting the various turns and cadence of 
the voice, the twiftings, and movements, and dif- 
ferent poftures of the body, the feveral kinds and 
gradations of laughter, which the ladies muft daily 
pradife by the looking-glafs, and confult upon 
them with their waiting-maids. 

My readers will foon obferve what a great com- 
pafs of real and ufeful knowledge- this fcience in- 
cludes ; wherein, although nature, affifted by ge* 
nius, may be very inftrumental, yet a ftrong me-^ 
mory and conftant application, together with ex- 
ample and precept, will be highly neceffary. For 
thefe reafons I have often wiflied, that certain mal^ 
and female iixftru<aors, perfedly verfed in thi§ 
fcience, would fet up fchools for the inftru<3:ion 
yoimg ladies and gentlemen therein. 

I remember, about thirty years ago, there waf 
a Bohemian woman, of that fpecies commpnly 
known by the name of gypfies, who came over 
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hither from France, and generally attended Isaac 
the dancing-mafter, when he was teaching his art 
to mifles of quality ; and while the young ladies 
were thus employed, the Bohemian, (landing at 
fome diftance, but full in their fight, afted before 
them all proper airs, and heavings of the head, 
and motions of ^e hands, and twiftings of the 
body ; whereof you rfiay ftill obferve the good ef- 
feds in feverai of our elder ladies. 

After the fame ^manner, it were much to be de- 
lired, that fome expert gentlewomen gone to de- 
cay would fet up public fchools, wherein young 
^rls of quality, or great fortunes, might firft be 
taught to repeat this following fyftem of conver- 
fation^ which I have been at fo much pains to 
compile ; and then to adapt every feature of their 
countenances, every turn of their hands, every 
fcrewing of their bodies, every exercife of their 
fans, to the humour of the fentences they hear or 
deliver in converfation. But above all to inftrudl 
them in every fpecies and degree of laughing in 
the proper feafons, at their own wit or that of the 
company. And if the fons of the nobility and 
gentry, inftead of being fent to common fchools, 
or put into the hands of tutors at home, to learn 
nothing but words, were configned to able in-^. 
ftrudors, in the fame art, I cannot find what ufe 
there could be of books, except in the hands of 
thofe who are to make learning their trade, which 
is below the dignity of perfons born to titles or 
tftates* 
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It would be another infinite advantage, that by. 
cuhivating this fcience we fliould wholly avoid the 
vexations and impertinence of pedants, who affedl 
to talk in a language not to be underftood ; and 
whenever a polite perfon offers accidentally to ufc 
any of their jargon-terms, have the prefumption 
to laugh at us for pronouncings thofe Vords in a 
genteeler manner. Whereas, I do here affirm, 
that, whenever any fine gentlemau or lady conde- 
fcends to let a hard word pafs out of their mouths, 
every fyllable is fmoothed and polilhed in the paf- 
fage ; and it is a true mark of politenefs, both in 
writing and reading, to vary the orthography as 
well as the found ; becaufe we are infinitely better 
judges of what will pleafe a diflinguifhing ear, than 
thofe who catt themfelves fcholars can pofTibly be j 
who, confequently, ought to correct their books, 
and manner of pronouncing, by the authority of 
our example, from whofe lips they proceed with 
infinitely more beauty and fignificancya 

But, in the mean time, until fo great, fo ufeful, 
and fo neceffary a defign can be put in execution 
(which, confidering the good difpofition of our 
country at prefent, I fhall not defpair of living ^o 
fee) let me recommend the following treatife to be 
carried about as a pocket-companion, by all gen- 
tlemen and ladies, when they are going to vifit, or 
dine, or drink tea ; or where they happen to pafs 
the evening without cards, as I have fometimcs 
known it to be the cafe upon difappointments or 
accidents unforefeen; defiring they would read 
their feveral parts in their chairs or coaches, to 
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prepare themfelves for every kind of converfation 
that can poffibly happen. 

Ahhough I have, in juftice to my country, al- 
lowed the genius of our people to excel that of 
any other nation upon earth, and have confirmed 
this truth by an argument not to be controuled, I 
mean, by producing fo great a number of witty 
fentences in the enfuing dialogues, all of undoubted 
authority, as well as of our own produdxion, yet 
I muft confefs at the fame time, that we are wholly 
indebted for them to our anccftors ; at leaft, for as 
long as my memory reaches, I do not recoUeft one 
new phrafe of importance to have been added ; 
which defeat in us moderns I take to have been 
occafioned by the introduftion of cant-words in 
the reign of King Charles the Second. And 
thofe have fo often varied, that hardly one of 
them, of above a year's (landing, is now intelli'^ 
giblej- nor any where to be found, excepting a 
fmall number ftrewed here and there in the come-^ 
dies, and other fantaftic writings of that age. 

The honourable colonel James Graham, my 
old friend and companion, did likewife, towards 
the end of the fame reign, invent a fet of words 
and phrafes, which continued almoft to the time of 
his death. But, as thefe terms of art were adapted 
only to courts and politicians, and extended little 
farther than among his particular acquaintance (of 
whom I had the honour to be one) they are now 
almoft forgotten. 

Not did the late D. of R and E. of E^ 

fucceed much better, although they proceeded no 
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farther than fingk words ; whereof, except bite, 
bamboozle, and one or two more, the whole voca- 
bulary is antiquated. 

The fame fate has already attended thofe other 
town-wits, who furnifh us with a great variety of 
new terms, which are annually changed,, and thofe 
of the laft feafon funk in oblivion. Of thefe I was 
once favoured with a coipplete lift by the right ho- 
nourable the lord and lady H , with whicii I 

made a confiderable figure one fummer in the 
country ; but returning up to town in winter, and 
venturing to produce them again, I was partly 
Jiooted, and partly not underftood. 

The only invention of late years, which has any 
way contributed towards politenefs in difcourfe, is that 
of abbreviating or reducing words of many fyllables 
into one, by lopping off the reft. This refinement 
having begun about the time of the Revolution, I 
hadyfome fliarein the honour of promoting it ; and 
I obferve to my great fatisfadlion, that it makes 
daily advancements, and I hope in time will raife 
pur language to the utmoft perfection j although I 
muft confefs, to avoid obfcurity, I have been very 
Sparing of this ornament in the following dia- 
logues. 

But, as for phrafes invented to cultivate conver- 
fation, I defy all the clubs of cofFee-houfes in this 
town to invent a new one, equal in wit, humour, 
fmartnefs, or politenefs, to the very worft of my 
iet ; which clearly fhcws, either that we are much 
degenerated, or that the whole Aock of materials 
has been already employed. I would willingly 
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hope, as I do confidently believe, the latter; becaufc, 
having myfelf for feveral months racked my in- 
vention to enrich this treafure (if poffible) with 
fome additions of my own (which however fhould 
have been printed in a different charadter, that I 
might not be charged with impofing upon the 
publick) and having fhewn them to fome judicious 
friends, they dealt very fmcerely with me, all una- 
nimoufly agreeing that mine were infinitely below 
the true old helps to difcourfe drawn up in my 
prefent coUedion, and confirmed their opinion 
with reafons, by which I was perfedly convinced, 
as well as afliamed of my great prefumption^ 

But I lately ttiet a much ftronger argument to 
confirm me in the fame fentiments; for, as the 
great bifhop Burnet of Salilbury informs us, in 
the preface to his admirable Hiftory of his own 
Times, that he intended to employ himfelf in po- 
lifhing it every day of his life (and indeed in its 
kind it is almoft equally polifhed with this work of 
mine) fo it has been my conftant bufinefs for 
fome years paft to examine, with the utmoft ftri<3:- 
nefs, whether I could poffibly find the fmalleft 
lapfe in ftyle or propriety through my whole col- 
le£tion, that, in emulation with the bifhop, I 
might fend it abroad as the mofl finifhed piece of 
the age. 

• It happened one day, as I was dining in good 
company of both fexes, and watching according to 
my cuflom for new materials wherewith to fill my 
pocket-book, I fucceeded well enough till after 
dinner, when tha ladies retired to their tea, and 
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left us over a bottle of wine. But I found wif 
were not able to furnifli any more materials that 
were worth the pains of tranfcribing : for, the dif- 
courfe of the company was all degenerated into 
fmart fayings of their own invention, and not of 
the true old ftandard ; fo that in abfolute delpair 
I withdrew, and went to attend the ladies at their 
tea : whence I did then conclude, and ftill con- 
tinue to believe, either that wine does not infpire 
politenefs, or that our fex is not able to fupport it 
without the company of women, who never failto 
lead us into the right way, and there to keep us. 

It much increafes the value of thefe apophthegms, 
that unto them we owe the continuance of our 
language for at leaft a hundred years ; neither is 
this to be wondered at, becaufe indeed, befide the 
fmartnefs of the wit, and finenefs of the raillery, 
fuch is the propriety and energy of expreflion in 
them all, that they never can be changed, but to 
difadvantage, except in the circumftance of ufing 
abbreviations : which however I do not defpair in 
due time to fee introduced, having already met 
them at fome of the choice companies in town. 

Although this work be calculated for all perfons 
of quality and fortune of both fexes; yet the reader 
in ay perceive, that my particular view was to the 
officers of the army, the gentlemen of the inns of 
court, and of both the univerfities ; to all cour- 
tiers, male and female; but principally to the 
maids of honour ; of whom I have been perfonally 
acquainted with two-and-twenty fets, all excelling 
in this noble endowment} till, for fome years paft, 
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I know not how, they came to degenerate into fel- 
ling of' bargains and free-thinking : not that I am 
againft either of thele entertainments at proper 
feafons in compliance with company, who may 
want a tafte for more exalted difcourfe, whofe me- 
mories may be Ihort, who are too young to be 
perfect in their leflbns, or (although it be hard to 
conceive) who have no inclination to read and 
learn my inftrudlions. And befides, . there is a 
ftrong temptation for court ladies to fall into the 
two amufements above-mentioned, that they may 
avoid the cenfure of affeding fingularity againft 
the general current and fafhion of all about them : 
but however, no man will pretend to affirm that 
cither bargains or blafphemy, which are the prin- 
cipal ornaments of free-thinking, are fo good a 
fund of polite difcourfe, as what is to be met with 
in my coUeftion. For, as to bargains, few of 
them feeto to be excellent in their kind, and have 
not much variety, becaufe they all terminate in one 
fingle point ; and to multiply them would require 
more invention than people have to fpare. And 
as to blafphemy or free-thinking, I have know^n 
fome fcrupulous perfons of both fexes, who by a 
prejudiced education are afraid of fprights. I mull 
however except the maids of honour, who have 
IK^n fully convinced by a famous court-chaplain, 
that there is no fuch place as hell. 

I can not indeed controvert the lawfulnefs of free- 
thinking, becaufe it has been univerfally allowed 
that thought is free. But however, although it 
may afford a large field of matter, yet in my poor 
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opinion it feems to contain very littk of wit or hu- 
mour ; becaufe it has not been ancient enough 
among us to furnifli eftablifhed authentic expref^ 
fions, I mean luch as muft receive a fanftion from 
the polite world, before their authority can be al- 
lowed ; neither was the art of blafphemy or free- 
thinking invented by the court, or by perfons of 
great quality ; who, properly fpeaking, were pa* 
trons rather than inventors of it ; but firft brought 
in by the fanatic faftion towards the end of their 
power, and after the Reftoration carried to White- 
hall by the converted rumpers, with very good rea- 
fon; becaufe they knew, that King Charles the 
Second, from a wrong education, occafioned by 
the troubles of his father, had time enough to ob- 
ferve, that fanatic enthufiafm directly led to atheifm, 
which agreed with the diiTolute inclinations of his 
youth ; and perhaps thefe principles were farther 
cultivated in him by the French Hugonots, who 
have been often charged with fpreading them 
among us : however, I cannot fee where the necef- 
fity lies of introducing new and foreign topicks for 
converfation, while we have fo plentiful a flock 
of our own growth. 

I have likewife, for fome reafom of equal 
-weight, been very fparing ip. double entendrcs : 
becaufe they often put ladies upon affefted cdSP 
flraints, and affefted ignorance. In fhort, they 
break, or very much entangle, the thread of dif- 
courfe J neither am I mafter of any rules to fettle 
the difconcerted countenances of the females in 
fuch a jundture ; I can therefore, only allow in- 
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nuendos of this kind to be delivered in whifpers, 
and only to young ladies under twenty, who being 
in honour obliged to blufh, it may produce a new 
fubjed: for difcourfe. 

Perhaps the criticks may accufe me of a defeft 
in my following fyftem of Polite Converfation j 
that there is one great ornament of difcourfe, where- 
of I have not produced a fingle example ; which 
indeed I purpofely omitted, for fome reafons that I 
fhall immediately offer ; and, if thofe reafons will 
not fatisfy the male part of my gentle readers, the 
defe<3: may be applied in fome manner by an ap- 
pendix to the fecond edition ; which appendix 
fhall be printed by itfelf, and fold for lixpence, 
Hitched, and with a marble cover, that my readers 
may have no occafion to complain of being de- 
frauded. 

The defedt I mean is, my not having inferted 
into the body of my book, all the oaths now mofl 
in fafhion for embellifhing difcourfe; efpecially 
fince it could give no offence to the clergy, who 
are feldom -or never admitted to thefe polite affem- 
blies. And it muft be allowed, that oaths v/ell 
chofen are not only very ufeful expletives to mat- 
ter, but great ornaments of ftyle. 

What I fhall here offer in my own defence upon 
tKis important article will, I hope, be fome exte- 
nuation of my fault. 

Firfl, I reafoned with myfelf, that a juft col- 
leftion of oaths, repeated as often as the fafhion 
requires, mufl have enlarged this volume at leafl to 
double the bulk ; whereby it would not only double 
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the charge, but likewife make the volume lefs com- 
modious for pocket-carriage. 

Secondly, I have been afliired by fome judicious 
friends, that themfelves have known certain ladies 
to take offence (whether ferioufly or not) at too 
great a profufion of curfing and fwearing, even 
when that kind of ornament was not improperly 
introduced ; which, I confefs, did ftartle me not a 
little, having never obferved the like in the com- 
pafs of my own feveral acquaintance, at leaft for 
twenty years paft. However, I was forced to fub- 
mit to wifer judgments than my own. 

Thirdly, As this moft ufeful treatife is calculated 
for all future times, I confidered, in this maturity 
of my age, how great a variety of oaths I have 
heard (ince I began to fludy the world, and to 
know men and manners. And here I found it 
to be true, what I have read in an ancient poet : 

For now-a-days men change their oaths. 
As often as they change their clothes. 

In fhort, oaths are the children of fafhion ; they 
are in fome fenfe almofl: annuals, like what I obferv- 
ed before of cant-words ; and I myfelf can remem- 
ber about forty different fets. The old ftock-oaths, 
I am confident, do not amount to above forty-five, 
or fifty at moft ; but the way of mingling aad 
compounding them is almoft as various as that of 
the alphabet. 

Sir John Perrot was the firfl man of qua- 
lity, whom I find upon record to have fworn by 
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Goas wounds. He lived In the reign of Q^ Eliza 
beth, and was fuppofed to be a natural fon o 
Henry the Eighth, who might alfo probably hav 
been his inftrudtor. This oath indeed ftill conti 
nues, and is a ftock-oath to this day ; fo do fevers 
others that have kept their natural fimplicity v bu 
infinitely the greater number has been fo frequent 
ly changed and diflocated, that if the inventoi 
were now alive, they could hardly underftan 
thern^ 

Upon thefe confideratlons I began to appre 
hend, that if I fhould infert all the oaths that ai 
now current, my book would be out of vogue wit 
the firft change of fafliion, and grow as ufelefs as a 
old di&ionary : whereas the cafe is quite otherwi: 
with my coUedion of polite difcourfe ; which, i 
i before obferved, has defcended by tradition for \ 
leaft a hundred years, without any change in th 
phrafeology. I therefore determined with myfe 
to leave out the whole fyftem of fwearing ; be 
caufe both the male and female oaths are all pei 
fc^Iy well known and diftinguifhed ; new one 
are eafily learnt, and with a moderate fliare of dii 
^ cretion may be properly applied on every fit occa 
fion. However, I muft here upon this article ( 
fwearing moft earneftly recommend to my ma 
readers, that they would pleafe a little to ftudy V2 
riety. For it is the opinion of our moft refine 
fwearers, that the fame oath or curfe cannot, cor 
fiftently with true politenefs, be repeated abo\ 
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nine times in the fame company, by the fame per* 
foa, and at one litting, 

I am far from defirhig, or expeiSting, that all 
ie polite and ingenious fpeeches ooinrtained in this 
wrork fbould, in the general converfation between 
ladies and gentlemen, come in fo quick and fo 
Me as I have here delivered them. By no means; 
)n the contrary, they ought to be huibanded bet^ 
er, and fpread much thinnen Nor do I make 
he leaft queftion, but that, by a difcreet and thrijBy 
nanagement, they may ferve fot the emtertaiji- 
nent of a whole year to any perfon, w^ho does nijf 
nake too long or too frequent vilits in the fame ^r- 
nily. The flowers of wit, fancy, wifdom^ hn- 
BQur, and politeaefs, fcattered in this volume, 
iiHtount to one thoufand feventy and four. AI- 
)wing then to every gentleman and lady thirty 
ffiting families (not inlifting upon fradions) tlv^re 
^21 want but a little of a hundred polite queflioA5> 
ifwers, replies, rejoinders, repartees, and remarks, tQ 
t daily delivered frefh in every company for twelve 
>lar months ; and even this is a higher pitch ,of 
slicacy than the world infifts on, or has reafqn te* 
cped. But I am altogether for exalting this ici- 
Lice to its utmoft perfedion. 

It may be objeded, that the publication of my 
00k, may, in a long cburfe of time, proftitute this 
oble art to mean and vulgar people ; but I an- 
ver, that it is not fo eafy an acquirement as a. few 
;iiorant pretenders may imagine. A footman can 
^ear, but he cannot fwear like a .lord. He can 
^ear as often ; but can he fwear with equal deli^ 

cacv, 
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cacy, propriety, and judgment? No, certainly — ; 
unlefs he be a lad of fuperior parts, of good me- 
mory, a diligent obferver, one who has a fkilfi^m. I 
ear, fome knowledge in mufick, and an exaGJ 
tafte ; which hardly fall to the Ihare of one in ^ 
thoufand among that fraternity, in as high favout"! 
as they now ftand with, their ladies. Neither ha-^ 
one footman in fix fo fine a genius as to relifh an^ <L 
apply thofe exalted fentences comprifed in th5.8 
volume, which I offer to the world. It is tru ^, 
I cannot fee that the fame ill confequences wouldfo^X 
low from the waiting-woman, who, if fhe had be^n 
bred to read romances, may have fome fmall futu- 
altern or fecond-hand politenefs ;' and if fhe co«m- 
ftantly attends the tea, and be a good liftener, m^y 
in fome years make a tolerable figure, which w^lll 
ferve perhaps to draw in the young chaplain, or 
the old fteward. But, alas ! after all, how can flie 
acquire thofe hundred graces and motions, and aii*s, 
the whole military management of the fan, tli^ 
contortions of every mufcular motion in the face, 
the rifings and fallings, the quicknefs and flownefo 
of the voice, with the feveral turns and cadences ; 
the proper jundlures of fmiling and frowning, ho'^^ 
often and how loud to laugh, when to gibe an- ^ 
when to flout, with all the other branches of doc:^" 
trine and difcipline above recited ? 

I am therefore not under the lead apprehenfio«^> 
that this art will ever be in danger of falling inC:^ 
common hands, which requires fo much tiin^* 
fhidy, pradice, and genius, before it arrives ^'' 
perfection ; and therefore I muft repeat my prf^"* 
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6fal for erefting public fchaolis, provided with the 
eft and ableft ittafters arid rfiiftrefles, at the charge 
if the nation; 

I have drawn this work into the form of a dia-* 
logue, after the pattern of other famous writers in 
Ififtory^ law, politicks, and moft other arts and 
feences ; and I hope it will have the fame fuccefs : 
for, who can conteft it to be of greater confequence 
to the happinfefs of thefe kingdoms than all humaia 
bowledge put together ? Dialogue is held the beft 
method of inculcating any part of knowledge ; and 
[ am confident, that public fchools will foon be 
founded for teaching wit and polite'nefs, after my 
ichemej to yoiing jpebple of quality aild fortune, 
t have deteritilncd next feffions to deliver a peti- 
tion to the Houfe of Lords, for an ad of parlia- 
ment to eftablifh my book as the ftandard Gram- 
mar in all the principal cities of the kingdom, 
Where this art is to be taught by able matters, who 
are to be approved and recommended by me ; 
which is no more than Lilly obtained only for 
teaching words in a language wholly ufelefs. 
Neither fliall I be fo far wanting to myfelf, as not 
defire a patent, granted of courfe to all ufeful 
^rojedors; I mean, that I may have the fole profit 
f giving a licence to every fchool to read my 
■^^ammar for fourteen years. 

The reader cannot but obferve what pains I have 
-en at in polifhing the ftyle of my book to the 
"eateft exa£tnefs : nor have I been lefs diligent in 
'fining the orthography, by fpelling the words in 
ke very fame manner as they a^e pronounced by 

Vol. VIIL f tli^ 
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the chief patterns of poUtenefs at court, at levees, 
at aflemblies, at playhoufes, at the prime vifit- 
ing-places, by young templars, and by gentle- 
men-commoners of both univerfities, who have 
lived at Icaft a twelvemonth in town, and kept the | 
beft company. Of thefe fpcUings the public will ■ 
meet with many exaniplcvS in the following book. 
For inftance, uvit^ hcint^ ^>^;/V, didnt^ coudnt^ 
nvoiidnt^ isypt^ €?i't^ with many mere ; befide fe- 
vcral words which fcholars pretend are derived 
from Greek and Latin, but nov/ pared into a polite 
found by ladies, officers of the army, courtiers and 
templars, fuch as jovimctry for geometry^ verdi for 
verdi&^ lard for lord^ Icarncn for icarnuig ; toge- 
ther with fome abbreviations exquifitely refined; 
as pc%% for pcfiUvc\ mohh for mohile \ phi%% for 
phyfiognowy ; rep for repuiafhn ; plenipo for pleni" 
tenliary\ incog, iw hicogjiito ; hypps^ or hippo ^ iox 
hypochondriacs ; Ihvu for ha}nhoo%le ; and bamhoovdt 
for God knows ivhat ; whereby much time is favedj 
and the high road to converfation cut fhort by 
many a mile. 

I have, as it will be apparent, laboured very much, 
and, I hope, with felicity enough, to make every 
charader in the dialogue agreeable with itfelf to ^ 
degree,^ that whenever any judicious perfon fhal^ 
read my %ook aloud for the entertainment and ia ^ 
ftrudibn of a fele£t cam]>any, he need not fo mucr" 
as name the particular fpeakers ; becaufe all th^ 
perfons throughout the feveral fubjects of conver-^ 
fation, ftridly obferve a different manner peculiar 
to tlieir charaders, v/hich arc of different kinds ^ 

8 bur 
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IS I leave entirely to the prudent and impar- 
ider's difcernment. 

laps the very manner of introducing the fe- 
)oints of wit and humour, may not be lefs 
lining and inftrudling than the matter itfelf. 
latter I can pretend to little merit ; becaufe it 
y depends upon memory, and the happinefs 
^ring kept polite company : but the art of 
dug that thofe fpeeches Ihould be introduced 
lly, as the moft proper fentiments to be de- 
l upon fo great a variety of fubjeds, I take 
I talent fomewhat uncommon, and a labour 
w people could hope to fucceed in, unlefs 
lad a genius particularly turned that way, 
to a fincere difinterefted love of the public. 
lOUgh every curious queftion, fmart anfwer, 
itty reply, be little known to many people, 
jre is not one lingle fentence in the whole 
ion, for which I cannot bring moft authen- 
ichers, whenever I fhall be called : and even 
ae expreffions, which to a few nice ears Ynay 
•s appear fomewhat grofs, I can produce the 
of authority from courts, chocolate-houfes, 
:s, affemblies, . drawing-rooms, levees, card- 
gs, balls and mafquerades, from perfons of 
jxes, and of the higheft titles next to royal, 
irer, to fay the truth, I have been very fpar- 
my quotations of fuch fentiments that feem 
)ver free ; becaufe, w^hen I began my col- 
, fuch kind of converfe was almoft in its in- 
till it was taken into the protedion of my 
red patronefies at court, by whcfe countenance 
S 2 apd 
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and fanftion it has become a choice flower in the 
nofegay of wit and politenefs. 

Some will perhaps objedt, that when 1 bring my 

company to dinner, I mention too great a variety 

of diflies, not always confiftent with the art of 

cookery, or proper for the feafon of the year ; and 

part of the firft courfe mingled with the fecond; bc^* 

Tide a failure in politenefsby mtroducing ablack pud-' 

ding to a lord's table, and at a great entertainment- 

but, if I had omitted the black pudding, I defire 

to know what would have become of that exquifite 

reatfon given by Mifs Notable for not eating it ; 

the world perhaps might have loft it for ever, and 

I fhould have been juftly anfwerable for having 

left it out of my colledlion. I therefore cannot 

but hope, that fuch hypercritical readers will pleafe 

to confider, my bufmefs was to make fo.full and 

complete a body of refined fayings as compaft aa I 

could ; only taking care to produce them in the moft 

natural and probable manner, in order to allure my 

readers into the very fubftance and marrow of this 

moft admirable and neceflary art. 

I am heartily forry, and was much difappointed 
to find, that fo imiverfal and polite an entertaii"^' 
ment as cards, has hitherto contributed very litt^^^ 
to the enlargement of my work. I have fat 1^7 
many hundred times with the utmoft vigilan^^* 
and my table-book ready, without being able, ^" 
eight hours, to gather matter for one fmgle phr^^ 
in my book. But this, I think, may be eafily ac- 
counted for, by the turbulence and juftling of paP 
fions, upon the various and furprizing turns, inci- 
dents, 
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dents, revolutions, and events of good and evil for- 
tune, that arrive in the coiirfe of a long evening at 
play; the mind being wholly taken up, and the con- 
lequences of non-attention fo fatal. 

Play is fupported upon the two great pillars of 
deliberation and action. The terms of art are few, 
prefcribed by law and cuftom ; no time allowed for 
digreffions or trials of wit. Quadrille in particular 
bears fome refemblance to a ftate of nature, which 
we are told is a ftate of war, wherein every woman 
is againft every woman ; the unions fhort, incon- 
ftant, and foon broke ; the league made this mi- 
nute Without knowing the ally, and diflblved in the 
next. Thus, at the game of quadrille, female brains 
fure always employed in ftratagem, or their hands in 
aftion. Neither can I find that our art has gained 
piuch by the happy revival of mafquerading among 
«8j the whole dialogue in thofe meetings being 
fummed up in one (fprighily, I confefs, but) fingle 
queftion, and as fprightly an anfwer. " Do you 
'* know me ? Yes, I do." And, " Do you know 
^ Hie? Yes, I do.'' For this reafon I did not think 
it proper to give my readers the trouble of intro- 
ducing a mafquerade, merely for the fake of a 
^J^gle queftion, and a fmgle anfwer; efpecially, 
'^hen to perform this in a proper manner, I muft 
live brought in a hundred perfons together, of 
*^th fexes, drefled in fantaftic habits for one mi- 
^te, and difmifs them the next. 

Keither is it reafonabJe to conceive, that our 

•^-ence can be much improved by mafquerades, 

"liere the wit of both fexes is altogether taken up 

^ coutriving fingular ^nd humourous difguifes ; 

S 3 ^"cA. 
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and their thoughts entirely employed in bringing 
intrigues and aflignations of gallantry to a happy 
conclufion. 

The judicious reader will readily difcover, that I 
make Mifs Notable my heroine, and Mr. Thomas 
Neverout my hero. I have laboured both their 
characters with my utmoft ability. It is into their 
mouths that I have put the livelieft queftions, an- 
fwers, repartees, and rejoinders ; becaufe my de- 
fign was, to propofe them both as patterns, for all 
young batchelors, and fmgle ladies, to copy after. 
By which I hope very foon to fee polite converfa- 
tion flourifh between both fexes, in a more confum- 
mate degree of perfedtion, than thefe kingdoms 
have yet ever known. 

I have drawn fome lines of Sir John Lingers 
character, the Derbyfhire knight, on purpofe to 
place it in counterview or contraft with that of the 
other company ; wherein I can aiTure the reader, 
that I intended not the leaft refledlion upon Derby- 
fhire, the place of my nativity. But my intention 
was only to Ihew the misfortune of thofe perfons 
who have the difadvantage to be bred out of the 
circle of politenefs, whereof I take the prefent limits 
to extend no farther than London, and ten miles 
round ; although others are pleafed to confine it 
v/ithm the bills of mortality. . If you compare the 
difcoyrfes of my gentlemen and ladies, with thofe 
of Sir John, you will hardly conceive him to have 
been bred in tlie fame climate, or under the fame 
jaws, language, religion, or government : and acf- 
cordingly I have introduced him fpeaking in his 

own 
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own rude dialedt, for no other reafon than to teach 
my fcholars how' to avoid it. 

The curious reader will obferve, that when con- 
verfation appears in danger to flag, which in fome 
places I have artfully contrived, I took care to in- 
vent fome fudden queftion, or turn of wit, to revive 
it ; fuch as thefe that follow : " What ? I think 
" here's a filent meeting ! Come, madam, a penny 
*' for your thought ;" with feveral others of the 
like fort. I have rejedted all provincial or country 
turns of wit and fancy, becaufe I am acquainted 
with very few ; but indeed chiefly, becaufe I found 
them fo much inferior to thofe at court, efpecially 
among the gentlemen ufliers, the ladies of the bed- 
chamber, and the maids of honour ; I muft alfo add 
the hither end of our noble metropolis. 

When this happy art of polite converfmg fhall be 
thoroughly improved, good company will be no 
longer peftered with dull, dry, tedious fl:ory-tellers, 
nor brangling dil'puters : for a right fcholar of either 
fex in our fcience, will perpetually interrupt them 
with fome fudden furprizing piece of wit, that fhall 
engage all the company in a loud laugh ; and if, 
after a paufe, the grave companion refumes his 
thread in the following manner: " Well, but to 
** go on wdth my llory," new interruptions coii'.e 
from the left and the right, till he is forced to give 
over. 

I have likewife made fome few eflfays towards 
the felling of bargains, as well for inftruding thole 
•v^ho delight in that accomplifhrnent, as in compli- 
ance with my female friends at court. However I 

S 4 have 
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have tranfgrefled a little in this point, by doing it 
in a manner fpmewhat more referved than it is now 
pradifed at St. James's. At the fame time, I can 
hardly allow this accomplifhment to pafs properfy 
for a branch of that perfed polite converfation, 
which makes the conftituent fubje£t of my treatife ; 
and for this I have already given my reafpns. I have 
likewife, for fgirther caution, left a blank in the 
critical ppint of each bargain, which the fagacious 
reader may fill up in his p^n mind. 

As to myfelf, I am proud to own, that except 
fpme jTnxattering in the French, I am what the pe- 
dants and fcholars call a main wholly illiterate, that 
is to fay, unlearned. But as to my own language^ 
I fhall npt readily yield to many perfons. I have 
read moft of the plays, and all the nxifcellany 
poems, that have been pvil>li(hed for twenty years 
paft. I have read Mn Thomas Brown^s works 
entire, and had the hpnpur to be his intimate 
friend, whp was univerfally avowed to be the 
greateft genius pf his age. 

Upon what fppt I ftand with the prefent chief 
reigning wits, their verfps recommendatory, which 
they hav? commanded me to prefix before my book, 
will be more than a thoufand witnefles : I am, and 
have heen, likewife particularly acquainted with 
Mr. Charles Gildon, Mn Ward, Mr. Dennis, that 
admirable critick and poet, and feveral others. 
: Each of thefe eminent perfons (I mean thofe who 
are ftill alive) have done me the honour to read this 
produdion five times over, with the ftriifteft eye of 
friendly feverity, and propofed fome, although very 

few 
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few amendments, which I gratefully accepted, and 
do here publicly return my acknowledgment for fo 
fingular a favour. 

And I cannot conceal without ingratitude, the 
great affiftance I have received from thofe two il- 
iuftrious writers, Mr. Ozell, and captain Stevens, 
Thefe, and fome others of diftinguifhed eminence, 
in whofe company I have pafled fo many agree- 
able hours, as they have been the great refiners of 
our language, fo it has been my chief ambition to 
imitate them. Let the Popes, the Gays, the Ar- 
buthnots, the Youngs, and the reft of that fnarling 
brood, burft with cnvj at the praifes we receive 
from the court and kingdom. 

But to return from this digreffion. 

The reader will find, that the following collec- 
tion of polite expreflions will eafily incorporate 
with all fiibjeds of genteel and fafhionable life. 
Thofe wljich are proper for morning tea, will be 
equally ufeful at the fame entertainment in the af- 
ternoon, even- in the fame company, only by fliift^ 
ing the feyeral queftions, anfwers, and replies into 
different l^ands ; and fuch as are adapted to meals, 
'^iU iadifferentiy ferve for dinners or fuppers, on- 
ly diftinguilhing between day-light and candle- 
light. By this method no diligent perfon of a tole- 
rable memory can ever be at a lofs. 

It h^s been my conftant opinion, that every man, 
who is intrufted by nature with any ufeful talent of 
the mind, is bound by all the ties of honour, and 
that juftice which we all owe our country, to pro- 
pofe to himfelf fome one illuftrious adtion to be 
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performed in his life, for the public emolument : 
and I freely confefs that fo grand, fo important an 
entcrprize as I have undertaken, and executed to 
the beft of my power, well defervcd a much abler 
hand, as well as a liberal encouragement from the 
crown. However, I am bound lb far to acquit 
myfelf, as to declare, that I have often and moft 
earneftly intreated feveral of my above-named 
friends, univerfally allowed to be of the firft rank 
in wit and politcnefs, that they would undertake a 
work fo honourable to themfelvcs, and fo beneficial 
to the kingdom ; but fo great was their modefty, 
that they all thought fit to excufe themfelves, and 
impofe the talk on me ; yet in fo obliging a manner, 
and attended with fuch compliments on my poor qua- 
lifications, that I dare not repeat. And at laft their 
intreaties, or rather their commands, added to that 
inviolable love 1 bear to the land of my nativity, 
prevailed upon me to engage in fo bold an attempt. 
I may venture to affirm, without the leaft viola- 
tion of modefty, that there is no man now alive, 
who has by many degrees fo juft pretenfions as 
myfelf to the high eft encouragement from the 
crown, the parliament, and the miniftry, towards 
bringing tiiis work to its due perfedtion. I have 
been iiflured, that feveral great heroes of antiquity 
vvcrc worfliipped as gods, upon the merit of hav- 
ing civilized a fierce and barbarous people. It is 
manifeft I could have no other intentions ; and I 
dpj-c appe:il to my very enemies, if fuch a trea- 
rlfc as mine had been publiflicd fome years ago, 
;jnd v.Uh as much fuccci'i as I am confident this 

will 
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will meet, I mean, by turning the thoughts of the 
whole nobility and gentry to the ftudy and pradlice 
of polite converfation ; whether fuch mean ftupid 
writers as the Craftfman, and his abettors, could 
have been able to corrupt the principles of fo many 
hundred thoufand fubjeds, as, to the fhame and 
grief of every whiggifh, loyal, and true proteftant 
heart, it is too manifeft they have done. For I 
defire the honeft judicious reader to make one re- 
mark. That, after having exhaufted the whole 
'* in fickly pay-day (if I may fo call it) of polite- 
nefs and refinement, and faithfully digefted it into 
the following dialogues, there cannot be found one 
expreffion relating to politicks; that the miniftry is 
never mentioned, nor the word king above twice 
or thrice, and then only to the honour of his ma- 
jefty ; fo very cautious were our wifer anceftors in 
forming rules for converfation, as never to give 
offence to crowned heads, nor interfere with party- 
difputes in the ftate. And indeed, although there 
feems to be a clofe refemblance between the two 
words politenefs and politicks, yet no ideas are 
more inconfiftent in their natures. However, to 
avoid all appearance of difafFedlion, I have taken 
care to enforce loyalty by an invincible argument, 
drawn from the very fountain of this noble fcience, 
in the following fliort terms, that ought to be writ 
in gold, " Muft is for the king ;" which uncon-? 

• This word is fpelt by Latinlll?, EncycIop^iiia\ but the judicious 
author wifely prefers the polite readii\:^ before the pedanilc. 
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troulable maxim I took particular care of introdu-^ 
cing in the firft page of my book, thereby to inftil 
early the beft proftctant loyal notions into the 
minds of my readers. Neither is it merely my 
own private opinion, that politenefs is the firmeft 
foundation upon which loyalty can be fupported ; 
for thus happily lings the divine Mr. Tibbalds, or 
Theobalds, in one of his birth-rday poems ; 

I am no fcollard, but I am polite : 
Therefore be fure rm no Jacobite. 

Hear likewife to the fame purpofe that great 
maftcr of the whole poetic choir, our moft illuftri-* 
ous laurcat Mr. Colly Gibber : 

Who in his talk can't fpeak a polite thing. 
Will never loyal he to George our king. 

I could produce many more fhining pafiages out 
of our principal poets of both fexes to confirm this 
momentous truth. Whence I think it may be 
fairly concluded, that whoever can moft contribute 
towards propagating the fcience conti^ined in the 
following fheets, through the kingdonis of Great- 
Britain and Ireland, may juftly demand all the fa^ 
vour that the wifeft court, and moft judicious fe-? 
nate, are able to confer on the moft deferving fub-. 
je£t. I leave the application to my readers. 

This is the work, which I have been fo hardy as 
to attempt, and without the leaft mercenary 
view. Neither do I doubt of fucceeding to my 
full wufh, except among the Tories and their abetn 
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tors", who being all Jacobites, and confequently 
papifts in their hearts, from a want of true taftie, 
or by ftrong afFedation, may perhaps refolve not 
to read my book ; choofing rather to deny them- 
felves the pleafure and honour of fhining in polite 
company, among the principal geniufles of both 
fexes throughout the kingdom, than adorn their 
minds with this noble art ; and probably appre- 
hending (as I confefs nothing is more likely to 
happen) that a true fpirit of loyalty to the proteft- 
ant fucceflion fhould fteal in along with it. 

If my favourable and gentle readers could pof- 
fibly conceive the perpetual watchings, the num- 
berlefs toils, the frequent rifmgs in the night to 
fet down feveral ingenious fentences, that I fud- 
denly or accidentally recolle£ted ; and which, 
without my utmoft vigilance, had been irrecover- 
ably loft for ever : if they would confider with 
what incredible diligence I daily and nightly at- 
tended at thofe houfes where perfons of both 
fexes, and of the moft diftinguifhed merit, ufed 
to meet and difplay their talents ; with what at- 
tention I liftened to all their difcourfes, the better 
to retain them in my memory ; and then at pro- 
per feafons withdrew unobferved to enter them in 
my table-book, while the company little fufpeded 
what a noble work I had then in embryo : I fay, 
if all thefe were known to the world, I think 
it would be no great prefumption in me to ex- 
peft, at a proper jundure, the public thanks of 
both houfes of parliament, for the fervice and 
honour I have done to the whole nation by my 
fingle pen. 

Although 
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Although I have never been once charged with 
the leaft thidure of vanity, the reader will, I hope, 
give me leave to put an cafy queftion : What is 
become of all the king of Sweden's vidlories ? 
where are the fruits of them at this day ; or, of 
what benefit will they be to pofterity ? Were not 
n\any of his grcateft adlions owing, at leaft in part, 
to fortune ; were not all of them owing to the va- 
lour of his troops, as much as to his own con- 
dudt ? could he have conquered the Polifh king, 
or the czar of Mufcovy, with his fingle arm ? Far 
be it from me to envy or leffen the fame he has 
acquired ; but, at the fame time, I will venture 
to fay, without breach of modefty, that I, w^ho 
have alone with this right-hand fubdued bar- 
barifm, rudenefs, and rufticity; who have efta- 
bliflied and fixed for ever the whole fyftem of all 
true politencfs and refinement in converfation, 
ihould think myfelf moft inhumanly treated by 
my countrymen, and would accordingly refent it 
as the higheft indignity, to be put on a level in 
point of tame in after-ages with Charles the Twelfth 
late kini; of Sweden. 

And yet, lb incurable is the love of detradion, 
perhaps beyond what the charitable reader wall 
eafily believe, that I have been aflured by more 
than one credible perfon, how fome of my ene- 
mies have induftrioufly whifpered about, that one 
Ifaac Newton, an inftrument-maker, formerly 
living near Leicefter-fields, and afterwards a 
workman in the .mint at the Tower, might 
poflibly pretend to vie with me for fame in fu- 
ture times. The man, it feems, was knighted 

for 
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for making fun-dials better than others of his 
trade ; and was thought to be a conjurer, be- 
caufe he knew how to draw lines and circles upon 
a flate, which nobody could underftand. But, 
adieu to all noble attempts for endlefs renown, if 
the ghoft of an obfcure mechanick Ihall be raifed 
up to enter into competition with mc, only for 
his fkill in making pot-hooks and hangers with a 
pencil ; which many thoufand accomplilhed gen- 
tlemen and ladies can perform as well with pen 
and ink upon a piece of paper, and in a manner as 
little intelligible as thofe of Sir Ifaac. 

My moft ingenious friend already mentioned, 
Mr. CoUey Gibber, who does fo much honour to 
the laurel crown he defervedly wears (as he has 
often done to many Imperial diadems placed on 
his head) was.plcafcd to tell me, that if my trea- 
tife were ihaped into a comedy, the rcprefent- 
ation performed to advantage on our theatre, 
might very much contribute to the fpreading 
of polite converfation among all pcrfons of di- 
ftinftion through ll-e Vv^hole kingdom.. 

I own the thought was ingenious, and my 
friend's intention good : but I cannot agree to 
his propofal ; for, Mn Gibber hlmrclf allowed, 
that the fubjeds handled in my work being fo 
numerous and extenfive, it would be abfolutely 
impoffible for ore, two, or even fix comedies to 
contain them. Whence it will follcAv, that many 
admirable and elTential rules for polite converfation 
muft be omitted. 

And 
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And here let me do juftice to my friend Jkfi'-' 
Tibbalds, who plainly cbnfeffed before Mr. Cil>-^ 
ber himfelf, that fuch a projedl^ as it would be ^ 
great diminution to my honour^ fo it would ia-' 
tolerably mangle my fcheme^ and thereby deftroy 
the principal end at which I aimed, to form a 
complete body or fyftem of this moft ufeful fcience 
in all its parts. And therefore Mr. Tibbalds, 
whofe judgment was liever difputed, chofe rather 
to fall in with illy propofal mentioned before, of 
erecting public fchools and feminaries all ovfer the 
kingdoni, to inftrudt the young people of both 
fexcs in this art, according to my rules, aiid in the 
method that 1 have laid down. 

I Ihall conclude this long, but lieceftary intro- 
du(3:ion with a requeft, or indeed rather a juft and 
reafonable demand, from all lords, ladies, and 
gentlemen, that while they are entertaining and 
improving each other with thofe polite queftions, 
anfwers, repartees, replies, and rejoinders, which 
I have with infinite kbour, and clofe application 
during the fpace of thirty-fix years, been coUedt- 
ing for their fcrvice and improvement, they fhall, 
as an inftance of gratitude, on every proper oc- 
cafion quote my name after this or the like 
manner: " Madam, as our mailer WagftafF fays.'* 
♦* My lord, as our friend Wagftaff has it.'' I do 
likewife expedt, that all my pupils fhall drink my 
health every day at dinner and fupper during my 
life ; and that they, or their pofterity, ftiall conti- 
nue the fame ceremony to my not inglorious me- 
mory, after my deceafe, for ever. 
5 
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ST. JAMES'S PARK. 

Lord Spcrrkijh meeting CoL Atijoit. 

t?(?/. f T TELL met^ my Lord. 

V V Ld Sparkijh. Thank ye Colonel. A 
parfon would have faid, I hope w£ fhall meet in 
heaven. When did you fee Tom Neverout ? 

doL He's juft coming towards us* Talk of the 
flevil — 

Neverottt comes up. 

CoL How do you do, Tom ? 

Neverout. Never the better for you. 

CoL I hope you're never the worfe : but pray 
Where's your manners ? don't you fee my Lord 
Sparkifli ? 

Neverout. My Lord, I beg your lordfhip's par- 
don. 

Ld. Sparkijh, Tom, how is it that you can't 
feiB the wood for trees? What wind blew you 
hither? 

• •* r retired hither for the public good, having two great works 

* in hand ; one to reduce the whole politenefs, wit, humour, and 

* ftyle of England into a ftiort fyllem for the ufe of all perfons of 
« quality, and particularly the maids of honour, &c '* Letters te 
ind fr«m Dr. Swift, at the end of Mr. Pop«'» work, letter liv. 

T 2 Neverout. 
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Neverout. Why my Lord, it is an ill wind blows 
no bddy good ; for it gives me the hoiiour of fee-* 
ing your lordfhip. 

Col. Tom, you muft go with us to Lady Smart's 
to breakfafti 

Neverout. Muft ! why Colonel, muft*s for the 
king. 

[CoL offering tnjejl to draw his /word* 

Col. Have you Ijpoke with all your friends ? 

Neverout. Colonel, as you're ftout, be merciful. 

Ld. Spariyb. Come, agree, agree j the law's 
coftly- 

\CoL taking his hand from his bill* 

CoL Well, Tom, you are never the worfe man 
to be afraid of me. Come along. 

Neverout. What ! do you think I was bom in a . 
wood, to be afraid of an owl ? 

FU wait on you. I hope Mifs Notable will be 
there j egad fhe's very handfome, and has tvit at 
will. 

CoL Why every one as they like, as the g66d 
woman faid when fhe kifs'd her cow. 

Lord Smarfs houfe ; they knock at the door; the 
Porter cotnes out 4 

Lord Sparkijh. Pray, are you the porter ? 

Porter, Yes, for want of a better. 

Ld. Sparki/Jj. Is your lady at home ? 

Porter. She was at home juft nowj but fhq's 
not gone out yet. 

Neverout. I warrant this rogue's tongue is well 
hung. 

Lady 
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Lady Smart* s antichamber. 

Lady Smart ^ Lady Anfwerally and Mifs Notable at 
the tea-table. 

Lady Smart. My lord, your lordflxip's moft 
lumble fervant, 

Ld. Sparkijh. Madam, you fpoke too late ; I 
vas your ladyihip's before. 

Lady Smart. O ! Colonel, are you here ? 

Col. As fure as you're there, Madam. 

Lady Smart. Oh, Mr. Neverpu}: ! What fuch a 
aan alive! 

Neverout. i^y, madam, alive, and alive like to 
•e, at your ladyihip's fervice. 

Lady Smart. Well, Til get a knife, and nick it 
own that Mr. Neverout came to our houfe. And 
ray what news, Mr. Neverout ? 

Neixerout. Why, madam. Queen Elizabeth's 
ead. 

Lady Smart. Well, Mr* Neverout^ I fee you 
r^ no changeling. 

Mifs Notable comes in. 

Neverout. Mifs, yourflave: I hope your early 
ifing will do you no harm. I find you are but 
ift come out of the cloth-m^irket. 

Mjfs. I always rife at eleven, whether it be day 
r no. 

Col. Mifs, I hope you are up for all day. 

f^ifs^ Yes, if I don't get ^ fell before night. 

T 3 C^h Mifs, 
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Col, Mifs, I heard you were o\A of order; pray 
how are you now ? 

Myi. Pretty well, Colonel, I thank you, 

Col. Pretty and well, Mifs! that's two. very 
good things. 

Mifs. I mean I am better than I was. 

Isfeverout. . Why then, 'tis well you were fick. 

Mifs. What ! Mr. Neverout, you take me up 
before I'm down. 

La{fy Smarts Come let us leave off children's 
play, and go to pulh-pin. 

Mifs. [To Lady^ Smart. 1 Pray, madam, give me 
fome more fugar to roy tea. 

Col Oh! Mifs, you muft needs be very goo4 
humour'd, you love fweet things fo well. 

Ntverotit. Stir it up with the i^poo^? Mifs j for 
ihe deeper the fweeter. 

Lady Smart. \ affure you, Mifs, the Colonel has 
made you a great compliment. 

Mifs. I am fo.rry for it ; for \ have heard fay^ 
complimenting is lying. 

Lady Smart. [To Lord Sparkifj.'\ My Lord, me- 
thinks the fight of you is gopd for fore eyes ; if we 
had known of your coming, we would have ftrowi^ 
ruflies for you : how has your lordfhip done this 
long time ? 

Col. Faith, Madam, he's better in health than in 
good conditions. 

Ld. Sparkifh. Well ; I fee there's no worfe fnend 
than one brings from home with one ; and I am 
not the firft man has carried a rod to whip him-* 

feif: 

Neverout^ 
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^eVerouL Here's poor mifs has not a word tg 

ti^^ow at a dog. Come, a penny for your 

tl^oughts^ 

Mifs. It Is not worth a farthing; for I wa« 

^inlfing of you. 

* • 

Colonel rijing tip. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, where are you going £q 
foon ? I hope you did not come to fetch fire. 

CoL Madam, I muft needs go home for half an 
hour. 

Mifs. Why, colonel, they fay, the devil's at 
home. 

Lady Anfw. Well, but fit while you ftay, 'tis as 
icheap fitting as ftanding. 

CoL No, madam, while Tm ftanding I'm going, 

Mifs. Nay, let him go ; I promife him we 
sp^ron't tear his cloaths to hold him. 

Lady Smart. I fuppofe. Colonel, we keep you 
^om better company, I mean only as to myfelf. 

QoU Madam, I am all obedience. 

Colonel Jits down. 

Lady Smart. Lord, mifs, how can you drink 
your tea fo hot ? fure your mouth's pav'd. 

How do you like this tea. Colonel ! 

CoL Well enough^ madam; but methinks it is 
little more-ifh. 

Lady Smart. Oh ! colonel ! I underftand you. 
Betty bring the canifter : I have but very little of 
jtbis tea left J but I don't love to make two wants 

T4 ^f 
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of one ; want when I have it, and want when I 
have it not. He, he, he, he. [^Laugbs. 

Lady Anfw. \to the maid.] ^hy, fuxe, Betty, 
you are bewitche'd, the cream "is burnt too. 

Betfy. Why, madam, the biflxop has fet his fool 
in it. 

Lady Smarts Go, run girl, and warm fome frcfh 
cream. 

Betty. Indeed, madam, there's non^ left; foe \ 
the cat has eateii it all. 

Lady Smart. I doubt it was a cat with two legs* 

Mi/s. Colonel, don't you love bread and butter 
with your tea? 

CoL Yes, in a morning, mifs: foi: they fay, 
butter is gold in a morning, filver at noon, but k 
U lead at night. 

Neverout. Mife, the weather is fo hot, that my 
btttter melts on my bread. 

Lacfy Anfw. Why, butter, Tve heard 'em fay, 
is mad twice a year. 

Ld. Sparkijh \to the maid] Mrs. l^etty, hovsr does . 
your body politic ? 

CoL Fie, my Lord, you'll make Mrs. Betty 
yufh. . 

Lady^Smart. Blufh ! ay, blulh like a blue dog. 

Neverout. Pray, Mrs. Betty, are you not Tonqt 
Johnfon's daughter ? 

Betty. So my mother tells me. Sir. 

Ld. Sparkijh. But, Mrs. Betty, \ hear you ar«( 
in loye. 

Betty. My Lprd, \ thanK God, I hate nobody |j 
I am in charity with all the world. 

Lady 
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Ijidy Smart. Why^^ wench, I think thy tongu^ 
runs upon wheels this morning ; how came you by 
thUt fcratch upon your nofe : have you been fight- 
ing with the cs^ts ? 

Col. [to mifs\ Mifs, when will you be married? 

Mifs. One of thefe odd-come-lhortly's, Colonel* 

Neverout^ Yes \ they fay the match is half made, 
the J^ark is willing, but mifs is not, 

Mifs. I fuppofe the gentleman has got his own 
confent for it. 

Lady Anfuo. Pray, my Lord, did you walk 
through the Park in the rain ? 

Ld. Sparkifh. Yes, madam, we were neither 
fugar ncwr fait, we were not afraid the rain would 
melius. He, he, he. \Laugh. 

GoL It rainM, and the fun fhone at the fame 
time. 

Neverout. Why, then the devil was beating his 
wife behind the door with a (hould^r of mutton. 

[Laugh. 
. OoL A blind man would be glad to fee that. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, methinks you ftand 
in your own light. 

Neverout. Ah ! madam, I have done fo all my 
life. 

Ld. Spark j/h. Fm fure he fits in. mine: Prithee, 
Tom, fit a little farther : I believe your father was 
no glazier. 

Lady Smart. Mifs, dear girl, fill me out a diih 

pf tea, for Fm very lazy, 

•• ^ ^ ■' V . • 

Mt/s 
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Mips Jills a dijb of tea^ fweetens itj and then tafiej 

it. 

Lady Smart. What, mifs, will you be mytafler} 

Mifs. No, madam ; but they f^y \\s an ill cook 
that can't lick her own fingers, 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, fill me another* 

Mifs. Will you have it now, or ftay till you get 
it? 

Lady u^/t/w. But, colonel, they fay you went tq 
court laft night very drunk : nay, I'm told for cer- 
tain, you had been among the Philiftines : no won-? 
der the cat wink'd, when both her eyes were put. 

Col. Indeed, madam, that's a lie. 

Lady Anfw. 'Tis better I fhould lie than yoi^ 
fhould lofe your goo4'-manners : befidesj I don't 
lie, I fit, 

Neverout. O faith, colonel, you muft own yoij 
had a drop in your eye : when I left you, you were 
half feas over. 

Ld. SparktJJo. Well, I fear lady Anfwerall can't 
live long, fhe has fo much wit. 

Neverout. No j flie can't live, that's certain j bu^ 
fee may linger thirty or forty years. 

Mifs. Live long ! ay^ longer than a cat or a dog^ 
or a better thing* 

Lady Anfv). Oh ! mifs, you muft give yow 
yardi too ! 

Ld. Sparki/h. Mifs, fhall I fill you another difh 
of tea? 

Mifs. Indeed, my lord, I have drank enough. 
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14. Sparkijh. Come, it will do you more good 
than a month's failing ; here, take it. 

Mifs. No, I thank your lordfhipj enough's ag 
jgood ae a feaft^ 

Ld. Sparkijb. Well ; but if you always fay no, 
you'll never be married. 

Lady Anfw. Do, my lord, give her a difh j for, 
they fay, niaids will fay no, and take it. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Well ; and I dare fay, mifs is a 
maid in thought, word, and deed. 

Neverout. I would not take my oath of that. 

Mifs. Pray, Sir, fpcak for yourfelf. 

Liuiy. Smart. Fie, mifs ; they fay maids Ihould 
be feen, and not heard. 

Lady Anfw. Good mifs, ftir the fire, that the 
tea-kettle may boil.— Yow have done it very well ; 
now it burns purely. Well, mifs, you'll have a 
chearful hulband. 

Mifs. Indeed, your ladylhip could have ftirred 
it much better. 

Lady Anfw. I know that very well, hufly j but 
I won't keep a dog, and bark myfelf. 

Neverout. What ! you are fick, mifs, 

Mifs. Not at all ; for her ladyfliip meant you. 

Neverout. Oh! faith, mifs, you are in lob'sr 
pound J get out as you can. 

Mifs. I won't quarrel with my bread and butter 
for all that ; I know when I'm well. 

Lady Anfw. Well ; but mifs — 

Neverout. Ah ! dear madam, let the matter fall ; 
take pity on poor mifs j don't throw water on a 
frowned ratt S 

Mifs. 
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Mifs. Indeed^ Mr. Neverout, you fhould be cut - 
for the fimples this morning : fay a word more| 
and yop had as good eat your nails. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Pray, mifs, will you be fo good a$ 
to favour us with a fong ? 

Mifs. Indeed, my lord, I can't; for I have a 
great cold. 

CoL Oh ! mifs, they fay all good fingers have 
colds. 

Ld. SparkiJIo. Pray, mad^^m, do^s not mifs fmg 
Tery well ? 

Lady Anfw. She fings, as one may fay, my lord, 

Mifs. I hear Mr. Neycrout has a very good 
voice. 

Col. Yes, Tom fings well, but his luck's naugjit, 

Neverout. Faith, colQnel| you hit yoijrfelf ^ de^ 
vilifh box on the ear. 

CoL Mifs, will you take a pinch of fnufF? 

Mifs. No, colonel, you muft know that I never 
take fnufF but when I'm angry. 
., Lady Anfw. Yes, yes, fhe c^n take fnufF, but; 
fhe has never a box to put it in. 

Mifs. Pray, colonel, Igt me fee that box. 

Col. Madam, there's never a C upon it, 

Mifs. May bp there is, colonel. 

Col. Ay, but May-bees don't fly now, mifs. 

Neverout. Colonel, why fo hard upon poor mifs ? 
Don't fet your wit againft a child; mifs, give me \ 
blow, and I'll beat him. 

Mifs. So flie pray'd me to tell you, 

Ld. Sparkifh. Pray, my lady Smart, what kiq, 
are ypu to lord Pozz I 

iiady 
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Lady Smart. Why, his grandmother and mine 
bad four elbows. 

LaJy Anfw. "Well, methinks here's a filent meet- 
ing. Come, mifs, hold up your head, girl ; there's 
money bid for you. \Mifs Jiarts. 

Mifs^ Lord, madam, you frighten me out of 
toy feven fenfes ! 

Ld. Sparkijh. Well, I mufi: be going. 

Lady Arifw. I have feen haftier people than you 
day all night. 

CoL \to Lady Smart.'] Tom Neverout and I are 
lO leap to-morrow for a guinea. 

Mi/s. I believe, colonel, Mr. Neverout ean leap 
It a cruft better than you. 

Neverout. Mifs, your tongue runs before your 
J\rit ; nothing can tame you but a hufband. 

Mi/s. Peace ! I think I hear the church clock. 

Neverout. Why you know, as the fool thinks — 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, your handkerchiefs 
alien. 

Mi/j. Let him fet his foot on it, that it may'nt 
ly in his face. 

Neverout. Well, mifs — 

Mifs. Ay, ay ! many a one fays well that thinks 
U. 

Neverout. Well, mifs, I'll think on this. 

Mifs. That's rhime, if you take it in time. 

Neverout. What ! I fee you are a poet. 

Mifs. Yes ; if I had but the wit to fhew it. 
Neverout. Mifs, will you be fo kind as to fill me 
difh of tea ? 

Mifs. 
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Mj/s. Pray let your betters be fervcrfbefore yoii j 
Fm juft going to fill one for myfelf ; and^ yoit 
know, the parfoh always chriftens his own child 
firft. 

. Neveroiit. But I faW you fill one juft now iok 
the colonel : well, I find killing goes by favour. 

Mtfs. But pray, Mr. Neverout, what lady was 
that you were talking with ill the fide-box laft 
Tuefday \ 

Neverout. Mifs, can yOu keep a fecret ? 

Mifs. Yes, I can. 

Nevefout. Well, mifs, and fo can I. 

Col. Odd-fo ! I have cut my thumb with this 
curfed knife ! 

Lady Anfw. Ay j that was your mother's feulr^ 
becaufe fhe only warn'd you not to cut your 
fingers. 

Lady Smart. No, no ; 'tis only fools cut thcii? 
fingers, but wife folks cut their thumbs. — - 

Mifs. I'm forry for it, but I can't cry. 

Col. Don't you think mifs is grown ? 

Lady Anfw. Ay, ill weeds grow apace^ 

A puff offmoke comes doisDn the chimney. 

Lady Anfw. Lord^ madam, does your ladyfhipV 
chimney fmoke? 

Col. No, madam; but they fay fmoke always 
purfues the fair, and your ladyfliip fat neareft. 

Lady Smart. Madam, do you love bohea tea ? 

Lady Anfw. Why, madam, I muft confefs I do 
love it, but it does not love me. 

Mifs 
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Mifs \to Lady Smart .^ Indeed, madam, yoiir 
^^dyfliip is very fparing of your tea : I proteft, the 
l^ft I took was no more than water bewitch'd. 

CoL Pray, mifs, if I may be fo bold, what 
*Over gave you that fine etuy ? 

Mifs. Dont you know ? then keep counfel. 

Lady Anfw. FU tell you, colonel, who gave it 
her: it was the beft lover fhe will ever have while 
flie lives, her own dear papa. 

Neverout. Methinks, mifs, I don't much like 
the colour of that ribbon. 

Mifs. Why then, Mr. Neverout, do you fee, if 
you don't much like it, you may look off it. 

Ld. Sparkijh. I don't doubt, madam, but your 
ladyfliip has heard that Sir John Brilk has got an 
employment at court. 

Lady Smart. Yes, yes; and I warrant he thinks 
himfelf no fmall fool now. 

Neverout. Yet, madam, I have heard fome peo- 
ple take him for a wife man* 

Lady Smart. Ay, ay ; fome are wife, and fome 
are otherwife. 

Lady Anfw. Do you know him, Mr. Neverout ? 

Neverout. Know him ! ay, as well as the beggar 
knows his difh. 

CoL Well ; I can only fay that he has better 
luck than honefter folks : but pray, how came he 
to get this employment? 

Ld. Sparkifh. Why, by chance, as the man 
kiU'd the devil 

Neverout. 
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' Neverout. Why, mifs, you are in a brown ftudy ^ 
what*8 the matter ? methinks you look like mum— ^ 
chance, that was hang'd for faying nothing. 

Mifs. I'd have you to know, I fcorn your wordi.* 

Neverout. Well j but fcornful dogs will eat dirty 
puddings. 

Mif^ Well ; my comfort is, your tongue is no 
flander. '^ What ! you would not have one be al-^ 
ways on the high grim 

-VTeverout. Cry map-^fticks, madam; no offence 
I hope. \Lady Smart breaks a tea-'Cup. 

Lady Anfw. Lord, madam, how came you to 
break your cup ? 

Lady Smarts I can't help it, if I would cry my 
eyes out, 

Mifs. Why fell it, madam, and buy a new one 
with fome of the money. 

Col. 'Tis a folly to cry for fpilt milk. 

Lady Smart. Why, if things did not break or 
wear out, how would tradefmen live ? 

Mifs. Well ; I am very fick, if any body car'd 
for it. 

Neverout. Come, then, mifs, e'en make a die ' 
of it, and then we fhall haVe a burying of our ' 
own. 

Mifs. The devil take you, Neverout, befides all 
finall curfes. 

Lady Anfw. Marry come up, what^ plain Ne* . 
verout ! methinks you might have an M undcf ^ 
your girdle, mils. * 

Lady Smarts Well, well, naught*s never ia 

danger; 
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"^^nger ; 1 warrant, mifs will fpit in her hand, and 
Wd faft. Colonelj do you like this bifket? 

Col. I'm like all fools j I love every thing that's 
good. 

Lady Smart. Well, and isn't it pure good ? 

CoL 'Tis better than a worfe. 

j' 

Footman brings the Colon ei a Utter. .^ 

■■* 

Lady Anfw. I fuppofe, colonel, that's a billel- 
doux from your miftrefs. 

CoL Egad, I don't know whence it comes j but 
Tvhoe'er writ it, writes a hand like a foot. 

Mifs. Well, you may make a fecret of it, but 
we can fpell, and put together. 

Neverout. Mifs, what fpclls b double uzzard ? 

Mifs^ Buzzard in your teeth, Mr. Neverout. 

Lady Smart. Now you are up, Mr. Neverout; 
will you do me the favour, to do me the kindnefs, 
to take off the tea-kettle ? 

Ld. Sparki/h. I wonder what makes thefe bells 
ring. 

Lady Anfw. Why, my lord, I fuppofe, becaufe 
they pull the ropes. [Here all laugh. 

Neverout plays with a tea^cup. 

Mifs. Now a child would have cried half an 
hour before it would have found out fuch a pretty 
play-thing. 

Lady Smart. Well faid, mifs : I vow, Mr. Ne- 
verout, the girl is too hard for you* 

Vol. VIIL U Neverout. 
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Neverout. Ay, mifs will fay any thing but her 
prayers, and thofe fhe whiftles. 

Mifs. Pray, colonel, make me a prefent of that 
pretty penknife, 

Ld. SparkiJIj, Ay, mifs, catch him at that, and 
hang him. 

CoL Not for the world, dear mifs ; it will cut 
love. 

Ld. Sparki/Ij. Colonel, you fhall be married firft, 
I was juft going to fay that. 

Lady Smart. Well, but for all that, I can tell 
who is a great admirer of mifs : pray, mifs, how 
do you like Mr. Spruce ? I fwear I have often feen 
him caft a fheep's eye out of a calf's head at you ; 
deny it if you can. 

Mifs. Oh ! madam ; all the world knows that 
Mr. Spruce is a general lover. 

Col. Come, mifs, 'tis too true to make a jeft on. 

[Mifs blujbes. 

Lady Anfw. Well, however, blufhing is fome . 
fign of grace.- 

Neverout. Mifs fays nothing j but I warrant flie 
pays it off witu thinking. 

Mifs. Wellj ladies and gentlemen, you are 
pleas'd to divert yourfelves ; but, as I hope to be 
fav'd, there's nothing in it. 

Lady Smart. Touch a gall'd horfe, and he'll 
wince : love will creep where It dare not go : I'd 
hold a hundred pound, Mr. Neverout was the in-. 
ventor of that ftory; and, colonel, I doubt you 
had a finger in the pye. 

Lady 
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Lady Anfw. But, colonel, you forgot to falute 
mifs when you came inj fhe faid you had been 
here a long time. 

Mifs. Fie, madam ! I vow, colonel, I faid no fuch 
thing; I wonder at your ladyfliip ! 

CoL Mifs, I beg your pardon— 

Goes to falute hery fhe flruggles a little* 

Mifs. Well, I'd rather give a knave a kifs for 
once than be troubled with him ; but, upon my 
>?vord, you are more bold than welcome. 

Lady Smart. Fie, fie, mifs ! for fliame of the 
world, and fpeech of good people. 

Neverout to mifs^ who is cooking her tea and bread 
and butter. 

Neverout. Come, come, mifs, make much of 
naught ; good folks are fcarce. 

Mifs. What ! and you muft come in with your 
two eggs a penny, and three of them rotten. 

Col. [to Ld. Sparkifld.'l But, my lord, I forgot 
to afk you, how you like my new cloaths ? 

Ld. Sparkifh. Why, very well, colonel ; only, 
to deal plainly with you, methinks the worll piece 
is in the middle. 

\^Here a loud laugh^ often repeated. 

Col. My lord, you are too fevere on your 
friends. 

Mifs. Mr. Neverout, I'm hot, are you a fot ? 

Neverout. Mifs, Tm cold, are you a fcold ? take 
you that. 

U ^ Lady 
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Lady Smart. I confefs that was home. I find, 
Mr. Neverout, you won't give your head for the 
wafhing, as they fay. 

Mifs. Oh ! he's a fore man where the fkin's off. 
I fee Mr. Neverout has a mind to fliarpen the edge 
of his wit on the whetftone of my ignorance. 

Ld. Sparkt/h. Faith, Tom, you are ftruck ! I ne- 
ver heard a better thing. 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, give me leave to fcratch 
you for that fine fpeech. 

Mifs. Pox on your pidture, it coft me a groat 
the drawing. 

Neverout. [to Lady Smart.^ 'Sbuds, madam, I 
have burnt my hand with your plaguy tea-kettle. 

Lady Smart. Why, then, Mr. Neverout, you 
muil fay, God fave the king. 

Neverout. Did you ever fee the like ? 

Mifs. Never but once, at a wedding. 

Col. Pray, mifs, how old are you ? 

Mifs. Why, I'm as old as my tongue, and a little 
older than my teeth. 

Ld. Sj>arii//j. [to Lady Aifw.^ Pray, liiadaih, is 
mifs Buxom married ? I hear 'tis all over the town. 

Lady Anfiv. My lord, file's either married, or worfe. 
-^V. If Jhc bc'nt married, at leaft (he's luftily 
promised. But, is it certain that Sir John Blunder- 
bufs is dead at laft ? 

Ld. Sparkif\ Y es, or elfe lie's fadly wrong'd, for 
the%' have buried him. ^ 

Mifs. Why, if he be dead, he'll cat no more 
bread. 

Col. ^\My is he really dead ? 

Lady 
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Lady Anfw. Yes, colonel, as fure as you're 
alive — 

CoL They fay he was an honeft man. 
Lady Anfw. Yes, with. good looking to, 

Mifs feels a pimple on her face. 

Mifs. Lord ! I think my goodnefs is coming out. 
Madam, will your ladyfhip pleafe to lend me a 
patch ? 

Neverout. Mifs, if you are a maid, put your hand 
upon your fpot. 

Mifs. —There— 

[Coverwg her face with both her hands^ 

Lady Smart. Well, thou art a mad girl. 

[Gives her a tap. 

Mifs. Lord, madam, is that a blow to give a 
child ? 

Lady Smart lets fall her hatidkerchief and the Colonel 
floops for it. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, you (hall have a better 
office. 

CoL Oh, madam, I can't have a better than to 
ferve your ladyfhip. 

Col. \to Lady Sparki/h.'] Madam, has your lady- 
fhip read the new play, written by a lord ? it i^ called 
Love in a hollow Tree. 

Lady Sparki/h. No, colonel. 

Col. Why, then your ladyfhip has one pleafure ' 
to come. 

U 3 Mifsi 
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Mifsftgbs. 

Nevtrout. Pray, mifs, why do you figli ? 

Mifs. To make a fool afk, and you are the firfV. 

Neverotit. Why, mifs, I find there is nothing 
but a bit and a blow with you. 

Lady Anfw. Why, you muft know, mifs is in 
love. 

Mifs. I wifh my head may never ake till that 
day. 

Ld. Sparki/h. Come, mifs, never figh, but fend 
for him. 

\^Lady Smart and Lady Anfwerall /peaking together. 
If he be hang'd, he'll come hopping, and if he be 
drown'd, he'll come dropping. 

Mifs. Well, I fwear you'll make one die with 
laughing. 

Mifs plays with a tea-^ctip^ and Neverout plays with 

another. 

Neverout. Well ; I fee, one fool makes many. 

Mfs. And you are the greateft fool of any. 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, will you be fo kind to tie 
this ftring for me with your fair hands? it will go 
all in your day's work. 

Mfs. Marry, come up, indeed ; tie it yourfelf, 
you have as many hands as I ; your man's man will 
have a fine office truly: come, pray ftand out of 
my fpitting-place. 

Neverout. Well j but, mifs, don't be angry. 

Mifs. No J I was never angry in my life but 

once. 
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once, and then nobody car'd for it, £o I refolv*d 
never to be angry again. 

Ueverout. Well; but if you'll tie it, you fhall 
never know what I'll do for you. 

Mtfs. So I fuppofe, truly. 

Neverout. Well; but Fll make you a fine prefent 
one of thefe days. 

Mifs. Ay ; when the devil's blind, and his eyes 
are not fore yet. 

Neverout. No, mifs, Fll lend it you to- 
morrow. 

^ Mifs. Well, well: to-morrow's a new dayj but 
I fuppofe you mean to-morrow come never. 

Neverout. O! 'tis the prettied thing; I affure 
you, there came but two of them over in three 
ithips.. 

Mifs. Would I could fee it, quoth blind Hugh. 
But why did you not bring me a prefent of fnuflf 
this morning ? 

Neverout. Becaufe, mifs, you never afk'd me j 
and, 'tis an ill dog that's not worth whiftling for. 

Ld. Sparkijh. \to Lady Anfw.'\ Pray, madam, 
how came your ladyfliip laft Thurf^ay to go to 
that odious puppet-fhow ? 

CoL Why, to be fure, her ladyfliip wenj: to fee, 
and to be feen. 

Lady Anfw. You have made a fine fjpeech, colo- 
nel : pray, what will you take for your mouthr 
piece ? 

Ld. SparkiJIj. Take that, colonel : but, pray, 
madam, was my lady Snuff there? They fay flie's 
extremely handfome. 

U 4 Ladyf 
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Lady Smart. They muft not fee with my eyes., 
that think fo. 

Neverout. She may pafs mufter well enough. 

Lady Afifw. Pray, how olcj do you take her to 
be? 

Col. Why, about five or fix and twenty. 

Mifs. I fwear fhe's no chicken j fhe's on the 
wrong fide of thirty, if flie be a day. 

Lady Anfm. Depend upon it, fhe'U never fee 
five and thirty, and a bit to fpare. 

CoL AVhy they fay, ihe's one of the chief toafts 
in town. 

Lady Smart. Ay, when all the reft are out of it, 

Mi^. Well ; I woudn't be as lick as (lie's proud 
for 9.11 the world. 

Lady Anfw. She looks as if butter woudn't melt 
in her mouth, but I warrant, cheefe won't choak 
her. I hear my lord What d'ye call him is court- 
ing her. 

Ld. Sparki/h. What lord d'ye mean, Tom? 

Mifs. Why, my lord, I fuppofe Mr. Neverout 
means the lord of the Lord knows what. 

CoL They fay fhe dances very fine. 

Lady Anfw. She did ; but I doubt her dancing 
days are oven 

CoL I can't pardon her for her rudenefs to me. 

Lady Smart. Well ; but you muft forget ^nd 
forgive. 

Footman comes In. 

Lady Smart. Did you gall Betty? 
Footman. She's coming, madam. 
Lady Smart. Coming ! ay, fo is Chriftmas. 

Betty 
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Betty comes in. 

Lady Smart. Come, get ready my things. Where 
has the wench been thefe three hours ? 

Betty. Madam, I can't go fafter than my legs 
will carry me. 

Lady Smart, Ay, thou haft a head, and fo has a 
pin. But, my lord, all the town has it, that Mifs 
Caper is to be married to Sir Peter Giball j one 
thing is certain, that fhe has promifed to have 
him. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Why, madam, you know, pro- 
mifes are either broken or kept. 

Lady Anfw. I beg your pardon, my lord ; pro-' 
mifes and pye-cruft are made to be broken. 

Lady Smart. Nay, I had it from my lady Carry- 
lie's own mouth. I tell you my tale and my 
tale's author ; if it be a lie, you had it as cheap 
as I. 

Lady Anfw. She and I had fome words laft Sun- 
day at church ; but I think I gave her her own. 

Lady Smart. Her tongue runs like the clapper 
of a mill ; fhe talks enough for herfelf and all the 
company. 

NeverQUt. And yet flic fimpers like a firmity- 
kettle. 

Mifs looking in a glafs. 

Mif. Lord, how my head is dreft to-day! 
Col. Oh, madam ! a good face needs no band, 
Mifs. No J and a bad one deferves none. 

Col 
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Col. Pray, mifs, where is your old acquaintance, 
Mrs. Wayward? 

Mi/s. Why, where Ihould (he be? you muft 
needs know ; Ihe's in her Ikin. 

Coi. I can anfwer that : what if you were as far 
out as fhe's in ? — 

Mifs. Well, I pfomis'd to go this evening to 
Hyde-Park on the water; but I proteft Tm half 
afraid. 

Neverout. Never fear, inifs ; you have the old 
proverb on your fide, Naught's ne'er in danger. 

CoL Why, mifs, let Tom Neverout wait on ycu ; 
and then I warrant, you'll be as fafe as a thief in a 
ftiill ; for you know. He that's born to be hang'd, 
will never be drov/ned. 

Neverout. Thank you, colonel, for your good 
word ; but faith, if ever I haftg, it fliall be about a 
fair lady^s neck. 

Lady Smart. V/ho's there ? Bid the children be 
quiet, and not laugh fo loud. 

Lady Anfw. Oh ! madam, let 'era laugh, they'll 
lie'er laugh younger. 

Neverout. Mifs, I'll tell you a fecret, if you'll 
promifc never to tell it again. 

Mifs. No, to be fure j I'll tell it to nobody but 
friends and ftrangers. 

Neverout. Why then, there's fome dirt in my 
tea-cup. 

Mifs. Come, come, the more there's in't, the 
more there's on't. 

Lady Anfw. Poh ! you muft eat a peck of dirt 
before you die. 

Col. 
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CoL Ay, ay ; it goes all one way. 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, what's a clock? 

Mifs. Why, you muft know, 'tis a thing like a 
sU, and you are a fool that can't tell. 

Neverout. [to Lady Anfw.^ Pray, madam, do 
3U tell me ; for I have let my watch run down. 

Lady Anfw. Why, 'tis half an hour paft hang- 
Lg-timc. 

CoL Well ; I'm like the butcher that was look- 
ig for his knife, and had it in his mouth : I have 
2en fearching my pockets for my fnuff-box, and, 
gad, here it is in my hand. 

Mifs. If it had been a bear, it would have bit 
ou, colonel : well, I wifh I had fuch a fnuff-box. 

Neverout. You'll be long enough before you 
r)&k your Ikin full of eyelet-holes. 

Col. Wilh in one hand — 

Mifs. Out upon you : Lord, what can the man 
ean? 

Ld. Sparkifh. This tea is very hot. 

Lady Anfw. Why, it came from a hot place, 
y lord. 

Colonel fpills bis tea. 

Lady Smart. That's as well done as if I had done 
myfelf. 

Col. Madam, I find you live by ill neighbours, 
hen you are forc'd to praife yourfelf. 

Lady Smart. So they pray'd me to tell you. 

Neverout. Well, I won't drink a drop more ; if 
do, 'twill go down like chopt hay. 

Mfs. Pray, don't fay no, till you arc afked. 

JN[c*ucrout. 
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Neverout. Well, what you pleafe, and the reft 
again. 

Mlfs Jlc'Ophig for a phi. 

Mifs. I have heard 'em fay, that a pin a day is 
a groat a year. Well, as I hope to be married, 
forgive me for fwcaring, I vow 'tis a needle. 

CoL Oh ! the wonderful works of nature, that a 
black hen fhould lay a white egg ! 

Neverout. What ! you have found a mare's neft, 
and laugh at the eggs ? 

Mifs. Pray keep your breath to cool your por- 
ridge. 

Neverout. Mifs, there was a very pleafant acci- 
dent laft night at St. James's Park. 

Mfs. [to Lady Smart. ^ What was it your lady- 
fhip was going to fay juft now ? 

Neverout. Well, mifs ; tell a mare a tale— 
Mfs. I find you love to hear yourfelf talk. 
Neverout. Why, if you won't hear my tale, kifs 
ray, "i^c. 

Mfs. Out upon you, for a filthy creature ! 
Neverout. Wh-it, miis ! mud I teli you a fl:ory> 
and find you ears ? 

Ld. Sparl'i/Jj. \to Lady Smart. "] Pray> madam^ 
don't you think Mrs. Spcndall very genteel ? 

Lady Smart. Why, my lord, I think Ihe was 
cut out for a gentlewoman, but (he was fpoil'd in . 
the making : fhe wears her cloaths as if they were 
thrown on her with a pitch-fork; and, for the 
fafhion, I believe they Vv^ere made in the reign of 
queen Befs. 

Neverout^ 
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Neverotit. Well, that's neither here nor there; 
for you know, the more carelefs the more modifh. 

CoL Well, Fd hold a wager there will be a match 
between her and Dick Dolt : and I believe I can 
fee as far into a millftone as another man, 

Mifs. Colonel, I muft beg your pardon a thou- 
fand times ; but they fay, an old ape has an old eye. 

Neveroiit. Mifs, what do you mean ! you'll fpoil 
the colonel's marriage, if you call him old. 

CoL Not fo old, nor yet fo cold — You know the 
reft, mifs. 

Mifs. Manners is a fine thing, truly. 

CoL Faith, mifs, depend upon't. Til give you 
as good as you bring : what ! if you give a jeft, 
you niuft take a jeft. 

I^dy Sfnart. Well, Mr. Neverout, you'll ne'er 
have done till you break that knife, and then the 
man won't take it again. 

Mifs. Why, madam, fools will be meddling ; I 
wifh he may cut his fingers. I hope you can fee 
your own blood without fainting. 

Neverout. Why, mifs, you fliine this morning 
like a fh — n barn-door : you'll never hold out at 
this rate ; pray fave a little wit for to-morrow. 

Mifs. Well, you have faid your fay; if people 
will be rude, I have done ; my comfort is, 'twill 
be all one a thoufand year hence. 

Neverout. Mifs, you have fhot your bolt : I find 
you muft have the laft word — ^Well, I'll go to the 
opera to-night — No, I can't neither, for I have 
fome bufinefs — and yet I think I muft ; for I pro- 
mised to fquire the countefs to her box. 

Mifs. 
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Mi/s. The countefs of Puddledock, I fuppofc. 
Neverout: Peace, or war, mifs ? 
Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout^ you'll never 
be mad, you are of fo many minds. 

As Mifs rifes^ the chair falls behind her. 

Mifs. Well J I flian't be lady-mayorefs this 
year. 

Neveroiit. No, mifs, 'tis worfe than that ; you 
won't be married this year. 

Mifs. Lord ! you make me laugh, tho' I an't 
well. 

Nevcrout^ as Mifs is flanding^ pulls herfuddenly on 

his lap. 

Neverout. Now, Colonel, come fit down on my 
■ lap ; more facks upon the mill. 

Mifs. Let me goj ar'n't you forry for my 
heavinefs ? 

Neverout. No, mifs ; you are very light ; but I 
don't fay you are a light hufly. Pray take up the 
chair for your pains. 

Mfs. "ris but one body's labour, you may do it 
yourfelf ; I wifh you would be quiet, you have more 
tricks than a dancing bear. 

Neverout rifes to take up the chair ^ and Mifs fits 

in his. 

Neverout. You woud'n't be fo foon in my grave, 
madam. 

Mifs. Lord ! I have torn my petticoat with your 
4 odious 
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odious romping ; my rents are coming in ; Vm 
afraid I ftiall fall into the ragman's hands. 

Neverout. I'll mend it, mifs. 

Mifs. You mend it ! go, teach your grannam to 
fuck eggs. 

Neverout. Why, mifs, you are fo crofs, I could 
find in my heart to hate you. 

Mifs. With all my heart j there will be no love 
loft between us. 

Neverout. But pray, my lady Smart, does not 
mifs look as if fhe could eat me without fait? 

Mifs. ril make you one day fup forrow for this. 

Neverout. Well, follow your own way, you'll 
live the longer. 

Mifs. See, madam, how well I have mended it. 

Lady Smart. 'Tis indifferent, as Doll danc'd. 

Neverout. 'Twill laft as many nights as days. 

Mifs. Well, I knew it fiiould never have your 
good word. 

Lady Smart. My lord, my lady Anfwerall and I 
was walking in the Park laft night till near eleven ; 
'twas a very fine night. 

Nemerout. Egad, fo was I; and Til tell you a 
comical accident ; egad, I loft my underftanding. 

Mifs. I'm glad you had any to lofe. 

Lady Smart. Well, but what do you mean ? 

Neverout. Egad, I kick'd my foot againft a 
ftone, and tore off the heel of my fhoe, and was 
forc'd to limp to a cobler in the Pall-mall to have 
it put on. He, he, he, he. \All laugh. 

Col. Oh ! 'twas a delicate night to run away with 
another man's wife, 

Neverout 
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Neverout fnee%es. 

Mifs. God blefs you ! if you han't taken fnuff^ 
Neverout. Why, what if I have, mifsj? 
Mifs. Why then, the duce take you ! 
Neverout. Mifs, I want that diamond ring of 
yours. 

Mifs. Why then, want's like to be your mafler. 

Neverout looking at the ring. 

Neverout. Ay, marry, this is not only, but alfo ; 
where did you get it ? 

Mifs. Why, where 'twas to be had j where the 
devil got the friar. 

Neverout. Well ; if I had fuch a fine diamond 
ring, I woudn't flay a day in England : but you 
know, far-fetch'd and dear-bought is fit for ladies. 
I warrant, this coft your father two-pence hJdf- 
penny. 

Mifs fitting between Neverout and the Colonel. 

Mifs. Well ; here's a rofe between two nettles. 
Neverout. No, madam ; with fubmiflion, here's 
a nettle between two rofes. 

Colonel firetching himfelf. 

Lady Smart. Why, colonel, you break the king's 
laws ; you ftretch without a halter. 

Lady Anfw. Colonel, fome ladies of your ac- 
quaintance have promis'd to breakfaft with you, and 
I am to wait on them j what will you give us ? 

Col. 
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Col. Why, faith, madam, batchelors fare j bread 
d cheefe and kiffes. 

£Mdy Anfw. Poh ! what have you batchelors to 
> with your money, but to treat the ladies ? you 
2ive nothing to keep, but your own four quarters* 

Lady Smart. My lord, has captain Brag the ho- 
our to be related to your lordfliip ? 

Ld. Sparkijh. Very nearly, madam j he's my 
oufin-german quite remov'd. 

Lady Anfw. Pray, is he not rich ? 

Ld. Sparktjlj. Ay, a rich rogue, two fhirts and a 

ag- 

Col. Well, however, they fay he has a great 
ftate, but only the right owner keeps him out 
fit. 

Lady Smart. What religion Is he of? 

Ld. SparkiJId. Why he is an Anythingarian. 

Lady Aiifw. I believe he has his religion to 
hoofe, my lord, 

Neverout /cratches his head. 

Mifs. Fie, Mn Neverout, ar'n't you afham'd ! 
beg pardon for the expreflion, but Tm afraid your 
ofom-friends are become your back-biters, 

Neverout. Well, mifs, I faw a flea once in your 
inner, and a loufe is a man's companion, but a 
ea is a dog's companion : however, I wifh you 
rould fcratch my neck with your pretty white 
and. 

Mifs. And who would be fool then ? I wou'dn't 
Duch a n>an's flefh for the univerfe. You have 

Vol. VIIL X the 
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the wrong fow by the year, I aflure you ; that's 
meat for your mafter. 

Neverout. Mifs Notable, all quarrels laid afide, 
pray ftep hither for a. moment. 

Mifs. I'll wafh my hands and wait on you, Sir; 
but pray come hither, and try to open this lock. 

Neverout. We'll try what we can do. 

Mifs. We ! ^what have you pigs in your 

belly? 

Neverout. Mifs, I aflure you, I am very handy 
at all things. 

Mifs. Marry, hang them that can't give them- 
felves a good word : I believe you may have an 
even hand to throw a loufe in the fire. 

Col. Well, I muft be plain ; here's a very bad 
fmell. 

Mifs. Perhaps, colonel, the fox is the finder. 

Neverout. No, colonel ; 'tis only your teeth 
againft rain : but — 

Mifs. Colonel, I find you would make a very 
bad poor man's fow. 

Colofiel coughing. 

Col. I have got a fad cold. 

LadyAnfw. Ay; 'tis well if one can get any 
'thing thefe hard times. 

Mifs. [7b Col.\ Choak, chicken, there's more 
a hatching. 

Lady Smart. Pray, colonel, how did you get that 
cold ? 

. Lady Sparkiflo. Why, madam, I fuppofe the co^ 
lonel got it by lying a-bed barefoott 

Lady, 
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^^ady Anfw. Why then, colonel, you muft take 

or better for worfe, as a man takes his wife. 

loL Well, ladies, I apprehend you without a 

ftable- 

y[tfs. Mn Neverout ! Mr. Neverout ! come hi- 

r this moment. 

\ady Smart, [imitating her/\ Mr. Neverout! Mr. 

rerout ! I wifh he were tied to your girdle. 

hverout. What's the matter ! whofe mare's dead 

^? 

\/[ifs. Take your labour for your pains; you 

T go back again^ like a fool as you came. 

leverout. Well, mifs, if you deceive me a fe- 

i time, 'tis my fault. 

\ady Smart. Colonel, methinks your coat is too 

•t. 

b/. It will be long enough before I get another, 

lam. 

Aifs. Come, come ; the coat's a good coat, and 

e of good friends. 

Jeverout. Ladies, you are miftaken in the ftuffj 

halffilk. - 

'oL Tom Neverout, you are a fool, and that's 

r fault. 

A great noife below. 

\ady Smart. Hey ! what a clattering is here ! 

would think hell was broke loofe.. 

/Lifs. Indeed, madam, I muft take my leave, 

[ a'n't well. 

ady Smart. What ! you are fick of the muUi- 

>8 with eating chopt hay \ 

X a: Mifs. 
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Mifs. No, indeed, madam ; I'm fick and hungry, 
more need of a cook than a doftor. 

Lady Anfw. Poor mifs ! fhe's fick as a cuftiion, 
flie wants nothing tut ftuffing. 

CoL If you are fick, you fhall have a caudle of 
calf's eggs. 

Neverout. I can't find my gloves. 

Mifs. I faw the dog running away with feme 
dirty thing a while ago. 

Col. Mifs, you have got my handkerchief; pray, 
let me have it. 

Lady Smart. No ; keep it mifs ; for they fajr^ 
poffeflion is eleven points of the law. 

Mifs. Madam, he fhall ne'er have it again ; 'tis ' 
in huckfters hands. 

Lady Anfw. What ! I fee 'tis raining again. 

Ld. Sparki/Jj. Why, tlien, madam, we muft do 
as they do in Spain. 

Mifs. Pray, my lord, how is that ? 

Ld. Sparkifh. Why, madam, we muft let it rain. 

Mifs whifpers Lady Smart. 

Never out. There's no whifpering,but there's lying. 
Mifs. Lord ! Mr. Neverout, you are as pert as 
a pear-monger this morning. 

Neverout. Indeed, mifs, you ar^ very handfome. 
Mifs. Poh ! I know that already ; tell me news. 

Somebody knocks at the door. 
Footman comes in. 

Footman \to Co/.] An' pleife your honour^ there*! 
a man below wants to fpeak to yout 

\ Col 
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CoL Ladies, your pardon for a minute. 

[Col. goes €uU 

Lady Smart. Mifs, I fent yefterday to know how 
^ou did, but you were gone abroad early, 

Mifs. Why, indeed, madam, I was hunch'd up 
In a hackney-coach with three country acquaint- 
mce, who called upon me to take the air as far as 
Highgate^ 

Lady Smart. And had you a pleafant airing ? 

Mifs. No, madam ; it rained all the time ; I 
w^as jolted to death, and the road was fo bad, that 
I fcreamed every moment, and called to the coach- 
man, Pray, friend, don't fpill us. 

Neverout. So, mifs, you were afr^d, that pride 
wouM have a fall. 

Mifs. Mr. Neverout, when I want a fool. Til 
fend for you* 

Ld. Sparkijh. Mifs, did'n't your left ear burn 
laft night ? 

Mifs. Pray why, my lord ? 

Ld. Sparkijh. Becaufe I was then in fomc com- 
pany where you were extoil'd to the fkies, I aflure 
you. 

Mifs. My lord, that was more their goodnefs 
than my defert. 

I J. Sparkijh. They faid, that you were a com- 
plete beauty. 

Mifs. My lord, I am as God made me. 

Ijady Smart. The girl's well enough, if flie had 
but another nofe. 

Mifs. Qh ! madam, I know I fhall always have 
X 3 your 
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your good word ; you love to help a lame dog 
over the ftile. 

One knocks. 

Lady Smart. Who's there ? you're on the wrong 
fide of the door ; come in, if you be fat. 

Colonel comes in again. 

Ld. Sparkijlo. Why, colonel, you are a man of 
great bufmefs. 

Col. Ay, ay, my lord, I'm like my lord-mayor's 
fool, full of bufmefs, and nothing to do. 

Lady Smart. My lord, don't you think the co- 
lonel's mightily fall'n away of late ? 

Ld. Sparkijh. Ay, fall'n from a horfe-load to a 
cart-load. 

Col. Why, my lord, egad I am likq a rabbit, 
fat and lean in four and twenty hours. 

Lady Smart, I afllire you, the colonel walks as 
flraight as a pin. 

Mifs. Yes J he's a handfome-body'd map in the 
face. 

Never out. A handfome foot and leg: Goc^-a*- 
mercy fhoe and flocking ! 

CoL What! three upon one! that's foul play: 
this would make a parfon fwear. 

Nevcroiit. Why, mifs, what's the matter? you 
look as if yqu had neither won nor loft. 

Col. Why, you muft know, mifs lives upon 
4ove. 

Mifs. Yes, upon love and lumps of the cup- 
board, 

Lady 
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Lady Anfw. Aj \ they fay love and peas-por- 
ridge are two dangerous things; one breaks the 
heart, and the other the belly. 

Mifs. [imitating Lady AnfweralVs tone\ Very 
pretty ! one breaks the heart, and the other the 
belly. 

Lady Anfw. Have a care ; they fay, mocking is 
catching. 

Mifs. I never heard that. 

Neveroiit. Why, then, mifs, you have a wrinkle 
' more than ever you had before. 

Mifs. Well ; live and learn. 

Neverout. Ay ; and be hang'd and forget all. 

Mifs. Well, Mr. Neverout, take it as youpleafe; 
but, I fwear, you are a fancy jack, to ufe fuch ex- 
preffions. 

Neverout. Why then, mifs, if you go to that^ I 
muft tell you there*s ne'er a jack but there's a jill. 

Mifs. Oh ! Mr. Neverout, every body knows 
that you are the pink of courtefy. ■ 

Neverout. And, mifs, all the worid allows, that 
you are the flower of civility. . 

Lady Smart. Mifs, I hear there was a gre^t deal 
of company where you vifited laft night : pray, 
who were they ? 

Mifs. Why, there was old lady Forward, mifs 
To-andT again, Sir John Ogle, my lady Clapper, 
and I, quoth the dog. 

Col. Was your vifit long, mifs ? 

Mifs. Why, truly, they went all to the opera j 
aiad fo poor Pilg^riick came home alone. 

551 4 Neverout. 
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Neverout. Alack a-day, poor mifs! methinksit 
grieves me to pity you. 

Mifs. What ! you think, you faid a fine thing 
now ; well, if I had a dog with no more wit, I 
would hang him. 

Ld. Smart. Mifs, if it is manners, may I afk 
which is oldeft, you or lady Scuttle ? 

Mifs. Why, my lord, when I die for age, fhc 
may quake for fear* 

Lady Smart. She's a very great gadder abroad. 

Lady Anfw. Lord ! (he made me follow her laft 
week through all the fhops like * a Tantiny pig. 

Lady Smart. I remember, you told me, you 
had been with her from Dan to Beerfheba ? 

Colonel fpits. 

CoL Lord ! I fhall die ; I cannot fpit from me. 

Mifs. Oh! Mr. Neverout, my little Countcft 
has juft litter'd ; fpeak me fair, and Til fet you 
down for a puppy. 

Neverotit. Why, mifs, if I fpeak you fair, per- 
haps I mayn't tell truth. 

Ld. Sparkifb. hj^ but Tom, fmoke that, ftie 
calls you puppy by craft, 

Nevero^t. Well, mifs, you ride the fore-horfe 
to-day. 

My}. Ay, many a one fays well, that thinks ilL 

• St. Anthony's pig : it being ftbled of St. Anthony the Her- 
mit, that he wrought a miracalous cure on a bog, it became a cuf* 
torn in (everal places to tie a bell about tl^e n^ct^ of a pig^ and main- 
tain it at the common charge* in honour'to his memory. Hence th^' 

frovei:b, To follow like a Taiitipy-pig 

Nfverqut. 
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Uiverout Fie, mifs ; you faid that once before ; 
and, you know, too much of one thing is good for 
nothing. 

Mifs. Why, fure, we can*t fay a good thing too 
often. 

Ld. Sparki/h. Well, fo much for that, and butter 
for fiih ; let U8 call another caufe. Pray, madam, 
does your ladyfliip knows Mrs* Nice ? 

Lady Smart. Perfedly well, my lord ; fhe's nice 
by name, and nice by nature. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Is it poffible flie could take that 
booby Tom Blunder for love ? 

Mifs. She had good Ikill in horfe-flefh, that 
would choofe a goofe to ride on. 

Lady Anfw. Why, my lord, 'twas her fate ; 
tibey fay, marriage and hanging go by deftiny. 

Col. I believe ftie'll never be burnt for a witch. 

Ld. Sparki/b. They fay, marriages- are made in 
heaven ; but I doubt, when ihe was married, fhe 
had no friend there. 

Neverout. Well, (he's got out of God's bleffing 
into the warm fun. 

Cd. The fellow's well enough, if he had any 
guts in his brains. 

Lady Smart. They fay, thereby hangs a tale. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Why, he's a mere hobbledehoy, 
neither a man nor a boy. 

Mifs. Well, if I were to choofe a hufband, I 
would never be married to a little man, 

Neverout. Pray, why fo, mifs ? for they fay, of 
"all evils we ought to choofe the lead. 

Mifs* Becaufe folks would fay, when they faw 

us 
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us together, There goes the woman and her huf- 
band* 

Col. \to Lady Smart] Will your ladyfhip be on 
the Mall to-morrow night ? ^ 

Lady Smart. No, that won*t be proper j you 
know to-morrow *s Sunday, 

Lord Spar ki/b. What then, madam? they fay, 
the better day, the better deed. 

Lady Anfw. Pray, Mr. Neverout, how do you 
like lady Fruzz ? 

Neverout. Pox on her ! fhe's as old as Poles *. 

Mifs. So will you be, if you ben't hang'd when 
you're young. 

Neverout. Come, mifs, let us be friends: will 
you go to the park this evening ? 

Mifs. With all my heart, and a piece of my 
liver ; but not with you. 

Lady Smart. I'll tell you orie thing, and that's 
not two ; I'm afraid I fhall get a fit of the head-^ 
ach to-day. 

Col. Oh ! madam, don't be afraid j it comes 
with a fright. 

Mifs. \to Lady Anfwerall.'] Madam, one of your 
ladyftiip's lappets is longer than t'other. 

Lady yinfw. Well, no matter; they that ride on 
a trotting-horfe will ne'er perceive it. 

Neverout. Indeed, mifs, your lappets hang worfe. 

Mifs. Well, I love a liar in my heart| and you 
fit me to a hair. 

• For St. Paul's church. 
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Mifs rtfes up. 

Neverout. Duce take you, mifs; you trod on 
my foot : I hope you don't inteud to come tp piy 
bed-fide. 

Mifs. In troth, you are afraid of your friends, 
and none of them near you. 

Ld^ SparkiJIj. Well faid, girl ! [giving her a 
chuck] take that ; they fay, a chuck under the chin 
is worth two kiffes. 

Lady Anfw. But, Mr. Neverout, I wonder why 
fuch a handfome, ftraight, young gentleman as 
you, don't get fome rich widow. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Straight! ay, ftraight as my leg, 
^nd that's crooked at knee. 

Neverout. Faith, madam, if it rain'd rich wi- 
dows, none of them would fall upon me. Egad, 
I was born under a threepenny planet, never to be 
Ifvorth a groat. 

Lady Anfw. Np, Mr. Neverout ; I believe you 
'^vere born with a caul on your head ; you are 
fuch a favourite among the ladies : but what think 
you o£ widow Priqi ?. Ihe's immenfely rich. 

Neverout. Hang her ! they fay her father was a 
baker. 

Lady Smart. Ay ; but it is not, what is flie, but 
what has fhe, now-a-days. 

Col. Tom, faith, put qn a bold face for once, 
and have at the widow. Til fpeak a good word for 
you to her. . 

Lady Anfw. Ay ; I warrant, you'll fpeak one 
5vord for him, and two for yourfelf. 

7 Mfs. 
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Mifs. Well ; I had that at my tongue's end. 

Lady Anfw. Why, mifs, they fay, good 5/^its 
jump. 

Neverout. Faith, madam, I had rather marry a 
woman I lovM, in her fmock, than widow Prim, 
if {he had her weight in gold. 

Lady Smart. Come, come, Mr. Neverout, mar- 
riage is honourable, but houfekeeping is a fhrew. 

Lady Anfw. Confider, Mr. Neverout, four bare 
legs in a bed ; and you are a younger brother. 

Col. Well, madam ; the younger brother is the 
better gentleman : however, Tom, I would advife 
you to look before you leap. 

Ld. Sparkijh. The colonel fays true ; befides, 
you can't expedl to wive and thrive in the fame 
year. 

Mifs. {Jhuddertng.l Lord ! there's fomebody 
walking over my grave. 

Col. Pray, lady Anfwerall, v^here was you laft 
Wednefday, when I did myfelf the honour to wait 
on you ? I think your ladyfhip is one of the tribe 
of Gad. 

Lady Anfw. Why, colonel, I was at church. 

Col. Nay, then will I be hang'd, and my horfe 
too. 

Neverout. I believe her ladyfhip was at a church 
with a chimney in it. 

Mifs. Lord, my petticoat ! how It hangs by 
jommetry ! 

Neverout. Perhaps the fault may be in your 
fhape. 

Mifs. [looking gravely^ Come, Mr. Neverout, 

> there'^i 
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there's no jeft like the true jeft ; but I fuppofe you 
think my back's broad enough to bear every thing. 

Neverout. Madam, I humbly beg your pardon. 

Mifs. Well, Sir, your pardon's granted. 

Neverout. Well, all things have an end, and a 
jpudden has two, up-up-on me-my-my word. 

\Jiutters^ 

Mifs. What ! Mr. Neverout, can't you fpeak 
without a fpoon ? 

Ld. Sparkijh. [to Lady Smart.] Has your lady- 
fhip feen the duchefs fince your falling out ? 

Lady Smart. Never, my lord, but once at a vifit ; 
and fhe look'd at me as the devil look'd over Lin- 
coln. 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, take a pinch of my fnuS 

Mi/s. What ! you break my head, and give me 
a plafter ; well, with all my heart j once, and not 
ufe it. 

Neverout. Well, mifs; if you wanted me and 
your viduals, you'd want your two beft friends. 

CoL [to Neverout.] Tom, mifs and you muft 
kifs and be friends. 



Neverout falutes Mifs. 

Mifs. Any thing for a quiet life : my nofe itcK'd, 
and I knew I ftiould drink wine, or kifs a fool. 

Col. Well, Tom, if that ben't fair, hang fair. 

Neverout. I never faid a rude thing to a lady in 
xny life. 

Mifs. Here's a pin for that lie ; I'm fure liars 
bad need have good memories. Pray, colonel, 
was not he very uncivil to me but juft now ? 

Lady 
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Lady Anfw. Mr. Neverout, if mifs will be angry 
for nothing, take my counfel, and bid her turn the 
buckle of her girdle behind her. 

Neverout. Come, lady Anfwerall, I know better 
things'; mifs and I are good friends; don't put 
tricks upon travellers. 

CoL Tom, not a word of the pudden, I beg you. 

Lady Smart. Ah, colonel ! you'll never be good, 
nor then neither. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Which of the good's dy'e mean ? 
good for fomething, or good for nothing ? 

Mi/s. I have a blifter on my tongue ; yet I 
don't remember I told a lie. 

Lady Anfw. I thought you did juft now. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Pray, madam, what did thought 
do? 

Lady Anfw. Well, for my life, I cannot con- 
ceive what your lordihip means. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Indeed, madam, I meant no harm. 

Lady Smart. No, to be fure, my lord ! you arc 
as innocent as a devil of two years old. 

Neverout. Madam, they fay, ill doers are ill 
deemers ; but I don't apply it to your ladyfliip. 

Mifs mending a hole in her lace. 

Mifs. Well, you fee, I'm mending; I hope I 
fhall be good in time ; look, lady Anfwerall, is it 
not well mended ? 

Lady Anfw. Ay, this is fomething like a tanfy. 

Neverout. Faith, mifs, you have mended, as a 
tinker mends a kettle j flop one hole, and make., 
two. 

Lady 



D 1 A L O G U E I. 319 

Lady Smart. Pray, colonel, are you not very 
much tann'd ? 

CoL Yes, madam ; but a cup of Chriftmas ale 
will foon wafti it ofF. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Lady Smart, does not your lady- 
fhip think Mrs, Fade is mightily altered fmce her 
marriage ? 

Lady Anfw. Why, my lord, fhe was handfome 
in her time ; but flie cannot eat her cake and have 
her cake : I hear fhe's grown a mere otomy. 

Lady Smart. Poor creature ! the black ox has 
fet his foot upon her already. 

Mtfs. Ay; fhe has quite loft the blue on the 
plumb. 

Lady Smart. And yet, they fay, her hufband is 
very fond of her ftill. 

Lady Anfw. Oh ! madam ; if fhe would eat 
gold, he would give it her. 

Neverout. \to Lady Smart] Madam, have you 
heard, that lady Queafy was lately at the playhoufe 
i/tcog ? 

Lady Smart. What! lady Queafy of all women 
in the world ! Do you fay it upon Rep ? 

Neverout. Poz, I faw her with my own eyes ; 
fhe fat among the mob in the gallery j her own 
ugly phiz : and fhe faw me look at her. 

CoL Her ladyfhip was plaguily bamb'd ; I war- 
rant it put hei* into the hipps. 

Neverout. I fmoked her huge nofe, and, egad, 
fhe put me in mind of the woodcock, that ftrives 
to hide his long bill, and then thinks nobody fees 
him« 

CqL 
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Col. ToiBi I advife you, hold your tongue ; for 
you'll never fay fo good a thing again. 

Lady Smart. Mifs, what are you looking for ? 

Mifs. Oh ! madam ; I have lofl; the fineft 
pccdle — 

Lady Anfw. Why, fcek till you find it, and 
then you won't lofe your labour. 

Neverout. The loop of my hat is broke ; how 
Ihall I mend it ? \be fqftens it with a pin] Well, 
hang him, fay I, that has no fhift. 

Mifs. Ay, and hang him that has one too many. 

Neverout. Oh ! mifs j I have heard a lad ftory 
of you. 

Mifs. I defy you, Mr. Neverout j nobody can 
fay, black's my eye. 

Neverout. I believe, you wifh they could. 

Mifs. Well i but who was your author? Come^ 
tell truth, and ftiame the devil. 

Neverout. Come then, mifs ; guefs who it waa 
that told me ; come, put on your confidering-cap. 

Mifs. Well, who was it ? 

Neverout. Why, one that lives within a mile of 
an oak. 

Mifs. Well, go hang yourfelf in your own gar- 
ters ; fc|ir I'm fure, the gallows groans for you. 

Nei)ehqut. Pretty mifs ! I was but in jeft. 

Mifs, Wett, hut don't let that ftick in your giz- 
zard. 

CoL My lord, does your lordfliip know Mrs. 
Talkall? 

Lid. Sparkijb. Only by fight j but I hear fhe has. 

a great 
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a great deal of wit; and egad, as the faying iSj 
mettle to the back. 

Lady Smart. So I hean 

Col. Why Dick Lubber faid to her t'other day> 
Madam, you can't cry bo to a goofe : yes, but I 
can, faid fhe ; and, egad, cryM bo full in his face* 
We all thought we ftiould break our hearts with 
laughing. 

I^. Sparkijh. That was cutting with a vengeance; 
And prithee how did the fOol look ? 

CoL Look r egad, he look'd for all the world 
like an owl in an ivy-bufh. 

A child comes in fcreaming. 

Mip. Well, if that child was mine, Td whip It 
till the blood came ; peace, you little vixen ! if I 
Were fteaf yoii, I Would not be far from you. 

Lctdy Smart. Ay, ay ; batchclors wives and maids 
children are finely tutor'd. 

Lady Anfw. Come to me, mafter ; and Til give 
you a fugar*-plumb. Why, mifs, you forget that 
ever you was a child youffelf. \She gives the child 
a lump offugar.'] I have heafd 'em fay, boys will 
long. 

Col. My lord, I fuppofe you know that Mr. Bu2* 
zard has married again. 

Lady Smart. This is his fourth wife ; then he 
has been fhod round. 

Col. Why, you muft know, fhe hada month^S 
mind to Dick Frcntlefs, and thought to run awaj 
with him ; but her parents forced her t^ take the 
old fellow for a good fettlement. 

VOL.VIIL Y IjL 
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Ld. Sparkijh. So the man got his mare again< 

Ld. Smart. Tm told he faid a very good thing 
to Dick; faid he, You think us old feUows are 
fools ; but we old fellows know young fellows are 
fools. 

'Col. I know nothing of that ; but I know, he^s 
dcvilifti old, and fhe^s very young. 

Lady Aiifw. Why, they call that a match ef the 
world's makingi 

Mifs. What if he had been young, and fhe old? 

Neverout. Why, mifs, that would have been a 
match of the devil's making ; but when both are 
young, that's a match of God's making. 

Mifs fear clAng her pockets for a thimble^ brings out a 

nutmeg. 

Neverout. Oh ! mifs, have a care ; for if you 
carry a nutmeg in your pocket, you'll certainly be 
married to an old man. 

Mifs. Well, and if I ever be married, it fliall be 
to an old man ; they always make the beft huf- 
bands ; and it is better to be an old man's darling, 
than a young man's ♦rarling. 

Neverout. Faith, mifs, if you fpeak as you think* 
I'll give you my mother for a maid. 

Lady Smart rifigs the bell. 

Footman comes in. 

Lady Smart. Harkee, you fellow ; run to my 

lady Match, and defire fhe will remember to be 

here at fix, to play at quadrille : d'ye hear, if you 

fall by the way, don't ftay to get up again. 

*"" Footman. 
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Footman. Madam, I don^t know the hoirfe. 
La/iy Smart. That's not for want of ignorance ; 
follow your nofe ; go, enquire among the fervants. 

Footman goes out^ and.kaves the door open. 

Lady Smart. Here, come back, you fellow ; 
why did you leave the door open ? Remember, 
that a good fervant muft always come when he's 
caird, do what he's bid,, and £hut the door after 
him. 

7be Footman goes out again^ and falls downjiairs. 

Lady Anfw. Neck or nothing ; cdme down, or 
ril fetch you down : well, but I hope the poor 
fellow has not fav*d the hangman a labour. 

Neverout. Pray, madam, fmoke mifs yonder, 
biting her lips, and playing with her fan. 

Mifs. Who's that takes my name in vain ? 

She runs up to them^ arid falls down. 

Lady Smart. What, more falling ! do you in- 
tend the frolick fhould go round ? 

Lady Anfw. Why, mifs, I wifh you may not 
have broke her ladyfhip's floor. 

Neverout. Mifs, come to me, and Til take you 
Vp. 

Lady Sparkt/Jj. Well, but, without a jeft, I 
hope, mifs, you are not hurt. 

Col. Nay, fhe muft be hurt for certain ; for you 
fee her head is all of a lump. 

Mifs. Well, remember this, colonel, when I 
have money, 'and you have none. 

Y 2 Lady 
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Lady Smart. But, colonel, when do you defign 
to get a houfe, and a wife, and a fire to put her 
in? 

Mifs. Lord ! who \(rould be married to a foldier, 
and carry his knapfack ? 

Nevcrout. Oh, madam : Mars and Venus, you 
know. 

Col. Egad, madam, I'd marry to-morrow, if I 
thought I could bury my wife juft when the honey- 
moon is over ; but they fay, a woman has as many 
lives as a cat. 

Lady Anfw. I find, the colonel thinks, a dead 
wife under the table is the beft goods in a man s 
houfe. 

hady Smart. O but, colonel, if you^had a good 
wife, it would break your heart to part with her. 

CoL Yes, madam ; for they fay, he that has loft 
his wife and fixpence, has loft a tefter. 

Lady Smart. But, colonel, they fay, that every 
married man fhould believe there's but one good 
wife in the world, and that's his own. 

CoL For all that, I doubt, a gopd wife muft be 
befpoke ^ for there's none ready made. 

Mtfs. I fuppofe, the gentleman's a woman-hater; 
but. Sir, I think you ought to remember, that you 
-had a mother : and pray, if it had not been for a 
woman, where would you have been, colonel ? 

Col. Nay, mifs, you cry'd whore firft, when you 
talk'd of the knapfack. 

Lady Afifw. But I hope you won't blame the 
whole fex, becaufefome are bad. 

3 Nevcrout. 
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Neverout. And they fay, he that hates woman, 
fuck'd a fow. 

Col. Oh ! madam j there's no general rule with- 
out an exception. 

Lady Smart. Then, why don't you marry, and. 
fettle ? 

Col. Egad, madam, there's nothing will fettle 
me but a bullet. , 

Ld. SparkybM Well, colonel, there's one com- 
fort, that you need not fear a cannon-bullet. 

Col. Why fo, my lord ? 

Ld. Sparkijh. Becaufe they fay, he was curs'd In 
his mother's belly that was kill'd by a caniion- 
bullet. 

Mi/s. I fuppofe, the colonel was crofs'd in his 
firft love, which makes him fo fevere on all the 
fex. 

Lady Anfw. Yes j and TU hold a hundred to 
one, that the colonel has been over head and ears 
ia love with fome lady that has made his heart 
ake. 

Col. Oh ! madam, we foldiers are admirers of 
all the fair fex. 

Mlfs. I wifh I could fee the colonel in love till 
he was ready to die. 

Lady Smart. Ay ; but I doubt, few people die. 
for love in thefe d*ys. \ 

Neverout. Well, I confefs, I differ from the co-r 
lonel ; for I hope to have a rich and a handfome 
wife yet before I die. 

Col. Ay, Tom ; live horfe, and thou ihalt havQ 

grafs. 

y 3 W'^ 
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Mifs. Well, colonel ; but, whatever you fiiy 
againft women, they are better creatures than n^en } 
for men were made of clay^ but woman was made 
of man. 

CoL Mifs, you may fay what you pleafe ; but, 
faith, you'll never lead apes in hell. 

Neveroiit. No, no ; Til be fworn mifs has not 
an inch pf nun's flefh about her. 

Mifs. I underftumble you, gentlemen. 

Neverout. Madam, your humble-cum-dumble. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Pray, mifs, when did you fee your 
old acquaintance Mrs. Cloudy? you and (he are 
two, I hear. 

Mifs. See her ! marry, I don*t care whether I 
ever fee her again ; God blefs my eye-fight. 

Lady Anfw. Lord ! why fh^ and you were as 
great as two inkle-weavers. Tve feen her hug you 
as the devil hugg'd the witch, 

Mifs. That's true ; but I'm told for certain, (he'St 
no better than fhe fhould be. 

Lady Smart. Well, God mend us ^11 ; but you 
muft allow, the world is very cenforious; I never, 
heard that fhe was a naughty pack. 

CoL \to Never out. ^ Come, Sir Thomas, when 
the king pleafes, when do you intend to march ? 

Ld. Sparki/h. Have patience. Tom, is your 
friend Ned Rattle married? 

Neverout. Yes, faith, my lord; he has tied a 
knot with his tongue, that he can never untie with 
his teeth. 

Lady Smartf Ah ! marry in hafte, and repent at 
leifurc, , 

Lady 
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I Lady Anfw. Has he got a good fortune with his 
lady? for they fay, fomething has fome favour, but 
nothing has no flavour. 

Neverout. Faith, madam, all he gets by her. 
he may put into his eye and fee never the' 
worfe. . . 

Mifs, Then, I believe,, he heartily wifhes bet 
in Abraham^s bofom. . - ' 

Col. Praygj^ rny lord, how does Charles Limber 
and his fine wife agree ? , 

Ld. SparkiJIo, Why, they fay, he's the greateft 
cuckold in town, 

Neverout. Oh ! but my lord, you fhould always 
except my lord mayor. . ^ : : 

Mifs. Mr. Neverout, 

Neverout. Hay, madam,, did you call ine ?' 

Mifs. Hay! why hay is for horfes. • 

Neverout. Why, mifs, then you may kifs— ^ 

CoL Pray, my lord, whaf's o'clock by your 
oracle ? - - 

Ld, Sparkijh. Faith, I can't tell, I think my- 
^atck runs upon wheels. 

Neverout. Mife, pray be fo kind to call a f«rr* 
vant to bring me a glafs of fmall beer ; I know you 
^re at home here. 

Mifs. Every fool can do as. they're bid: make^, 
^ page of your own age, and do it yourfelf. 

Neverout. Choofe, proud fod^ I <fid but a(k 
jrop, ' .. 

Y 4 • Mifs. 
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Mifs puts her hand upen her knee. 

l^everout* What ! mifs, are you thinking of 

your fweet-heart ? is your garter flipping down ? 
Mtfs. Pray, Mr. Neverout, keep your breath 

to cool your porridge ; you meafure my corn by 

your bufhel. 

Neverout. Indeed, mifs, you lie-'^ 
Mifs. Did you ever hear any thing fo rude ! 
Neverout f I mean, you lie — under a miftake, 
Mifs. If a thoufand lies could choak you, you 

would have been choaked many a day ago. 

Mifs firives tofnatch Mr. Never ouf s fnuff'-box., 

Neyeroutf Madam, you miffed thj^t, as ypu 
mifsM your nfiothef's blefling. 

She trie^ again ^ an4mipis. 

Neverout. Snap fhort makes you look fo leanj^ 
mifs. 

Mifs. Pph ! you are fo robuftious, you had like 
to put out my eye; I afTure you, if you blind nie^ 
you muft lead me. 

Lady Smart. Dear mifs, be quiet; and bring 
xnc a pinculhion out of that clofet. 

Mifs opens the chfet-door andfqualls. 

Lady Smart. Lprd bl^fs the girl ! what's the 
matter now ? 

Mifs. 
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Mlfs. I vow, madam, I faw fomething in black; 
I thought it was a fpirit. 

Col. Why, mifs, did you ever fee a fpirit ? 

Mifs* No, Sir; I thank God I never faw arty 
thing worfe than myfelf. 

Neverout. Well, I did a very foolifli thing ycf- 
terday, and was a great puppy for my pains. 

Mifs. Very likely ; for they fay, many a true 
word's fpoke in jeft. 

Footfnan returns. 

Lady Smartx^. Well, did you deliver your mef- 
fage ? you are fit to be fent for forrow, you ftay 
fo long by the way. 

Footman. Madam, my lady was not at home, 
fo I did not leave the mefTage. 

Lady Smart. This it is to fend a fool of an er- 
rand. 

Ld. Sparktjh. [looking at bis watch. ^ 'Tis paft 
twelve o'clock. 

Lady Smart. Well, what is that among all us? 

Ld. Sparkijh^ Madam, I muft take my leave: 
come, gentlemen, are you for a march ? 

Lady Smart. Well, but your lordfliip and the 
colonel will dine with us to-day ; an4, Mr. Never- 
out, I hope, we Ihall have your good company : 
there will be no foul elfe, befides my own lord and 
thefe ladies ; for every body knows I hate a crowd ; 
I would rather want vittles than elbow-room : we 
dine punctually at three. 

Ld. Sparki^. Mad^, we'U be fure to attend 
vour ladyHiip, 

Col. 
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CoL Madam, my ftomach ferves me inftead of 
a clock, 

Another Footmam comes Back. 

Lady Smart. Oh! you are the t'other fellow I 
fent : well, have you been with my lady Club? 
you are good to feud of a dead man's errand. 

Footman. Madam, my hidy Club begs your lady- 
fhip's pardon ; but ihe is engaged to-night. 

Mifs. Well, Mr: Neverout, here's the back of 
my hand to you, 

Neverout. Mifs, I find you will have the laft wordt 
Jiadies, I am' more yours tjxaii my own, 
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Lord Smart find the former company at three oxhck- 
coTtimg to dine^ 

After falutations.' 

Lord Smarts, 

I'M forry I was not at home this morE^jE^g, tsrhen 
you all did us the honour to call Imti but I 
went to the levee to-day, 

Ld. Sparkifo. Oh t my lord; I'm fure. the lofs; 
was ours. 

Lady Smart. Gentlemeu and ladies, you are 
come taa fad dirty houfc; \ am fprry for it, but 
we have had our hands in mortan 

Ld. Sparkifb. Oh! madam; ypur Ijidy^hip is 
pleas'd to fay fo ; but I never faw ^ny thing fo: 
pleao ai>d £p fii^ ; \ profefs^ it is a perfed j^a- 
radife. 

Lady Smart. My lord, your lordihip is always 
Tery obliging. 

Ld. Sparkifh. Pray^ madaii), whofc pidure ia 
that? 

I^4y, Smart. Why, my lord, it was drawn for 
me. 

Ld^ Sparkijb. V\\ fweax the painter did not flatter 
your ladyfhip. 

CqL My lord, the d|^y isr finely clear'd up* 

Ld). Sm^rK 
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LcL Smart. Ajy colonel j 'tis a pity that fair 
weather fhould ever do any harm. [To Nevef'outA 
Why, Tom, you are high in the mode. 

Nevcrout. My lord, it is better to be out of the 
world than out of the fafliion. 

Ld. Smart. But, Tom, I hear you and mifs are 
always quarreling : I fear, it is your fault j for I 
can aflure you, Ihe is very good-humour'd. 

Neverout. Ay, my lord ; fo is the devil when he's 
pleas'd. ' 

U. Smart. Mifs^ what do you think of my 
friend Tom? 

' Mifs. My lord, I think he's not the wifeft man 
in the world ; and truly, he's fometimes very 
rude» 

Ld. Sparkijh. That may be true j but yet, he 
that hangs Tom for a fool, may find a knave in 
the halter. 

Mifs. Well, however, I wifh he were hang'd, if 
it were only to try. 

Neverout. Well, mifs, if I muft be harigM, I 
won't go far to choofe my gallows ; it (hall bq 
about your fair neck." 

Mifs. I'll fee your nofe. cheefe firft, and the dogs 
eating it: but, my lord, Mr. Neverout's wit be- 
gins to run low; for, I vow, he faid this before; 
pray, colonel, give him a pinch, and I'll do as much 
for you. 

Ld. Sparkijh. My lady Smart, your ladyihip has 
a very fine fcarf. 

Lady Smart. Yes, my lord j it will make a 
flaming figure in a country churchy 

Footm^fl 
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Footman comes in. 

Footman. Madaih^ dinner's upon the table. 

CoL Faith, I am glad of it j my belly began to 
cry cupboard. 

Never out. I wifh I may n«ver hear worfe news* 

Mifs. What! Mr. Neverout, you are in great 
hafte ; I believe your belly thinks your throat is 
cut* 

Neverout. No, faith, mifs; three meals a day, 
and a good fupper at night, will ferve my turn* 

Mifs. To fay the truth, I'm hungry. 

Neverout. And I'm angry; fo let us both go 
fight. 

^ hey go in to dinner y and^ after the ufual compli-^ 
ments^ take their feats. 

Lady Smart. Ladies and gentlemen, will you eat 
any oyfters before dinner? 

Col. With all my heart, \takes an oyfierj] He was 
a bold man. that firft eat an oyfter. 

Lady Smart. They fay, oyfters are a cruel meat, 
becaufe we eat them alive : then they are an uncharit- 
able, meat, for we leave nothing to the poor ; and 
they are aa ungodly meat, becaufe we never fay 
grace. 

Neverout. Faith, that's as well faid as if I had 
faid it myfelf. 

Lady Smart. Well, we are well fet if we be 
but as well ferved : come,, colonel, handle your 
arms j Ihall I help you to fome beef? 

' Coh 
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Col. If your ladyihip pleafe ; and, pray, don t 
cut like a mother-in-law, but fend me a large 
flice: for I love to lay a good foundation. I vow, 
'tis a noble Sir-loin. 

Neverout. Ay ; here's cut and come again. 

Mifs. But pray, why is it callM a Sir-loin ? 

Ld. Smart. Why you muft know, that our king 
James the Firft, who lov'd good eating, being in- 
vited to dinner by one of his nobles, and feeing a 
large loin of beef at his table, he drew out his 
fword, and in a frolick knighted it. Few people 
know the fecret of this. 

Lady Sparkijh. Beef is man's meat, my lord, 

Ld. Smart. But, my lord, I fay, beef is the king 
of meat^ 

Mifs. Pray, what have I don^e, that I muft not 
have a plate ? 

Lady Smart, [to Lady Anfw.^ What will your 
ladyfhip pleafe to eat ? 

J^ady Anfw. Pray, madam, help yourfelf. 

CoL They fay, eating and fcratching wants but 
a beginning : if you'll give me leave, Til help myfelf 
to a flice of this flioulder of veal. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, you can't do a kinder 
thing : well, you are all heartily welcome, as I 
may fay. 

Col. They fay there are thirty and two good bits 
iu a flioulder of veal. 

Lady Smart. Ay, colonel ; thirty bad bits and two 
good ones ; you fee, I underftand you ; but I hop'o. 
you have got one of" the two good ones. 

7 Neverout. 
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Nevetout. Colonel, Til be of your mefs. 

Col. Then pray, Tom, carve for yourfelf : they 
iay, two hands in a difh, and one in a puife : Hah! 
faid I well, Tom ? 

Neverout^ Colonel, you fpoke like an oracle. 

Mifs. [to Lady AnfwJ] Madam, will your lady* 
(hip help me to fome fifh ? 

Ld. Smart, [to Neverout.'\ Tom, they lay fifh 
Ihould fwim thrice. 

Neverout. How is that, my lord ? 

Ld. Smart. Why, Tom, firft it fhould fwim ift 
the fea (do you mind me ?) then it fhould fwini in 
butter ; and at lafl, firrah, it fhould fwim in good 
claret. I think I have made it out. 

Footman. \to L. Smart.'\ My lord, Sir John Lin- 
ger is coming up. 

Ld. Smart. God fo ! I invited him to dine with 
me to-day, and forgot it: well, defire hiiii to 
walk in. 

Sir John Linger comes in. 

Sir John. What ! are you at it ? why, then. Til 
be gone. 

Lady Smart. Sir John, I beg you will fit down ; 
come, the more the merrier. 

Sir John. Ay ; but the fewer the better cheer. 

Lady Smart. Well, I am the worft in the workl 
at making apologies ; it was my lord's fault : I 
doubt you mufl kifs the hare's foot. 

Sir John. I fee you are fafl by the teeth. 

Col Faith, Sir John, we are killing that? * that 

would kill us. • ' 

"t ' U.SparM/b. 
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Ld. Sparkijb. You fee. Sir John, we are upon a 
bufinefs of life and death ; come^ will you do as 
we do ? you aire come in pudding-time. 

Sir John. Ay; this would be doing if I were 
dead. What ! you keep court-hours I fee : Y\\ be 
going, and get a bit of meat at my inn. 

Lady Smart. Why, we won't eat you, Sir John. 

Sir John. It is my own fault ; but I was kept by 
a fellow, who bought fome Derbyfhire oxen of me. 

Neyerout. You fee. Sir John, we ftaid for you as 
one horfe does for another. 

Lady Smart. My lord, will you help Sir John to 
fome beef? Lady Anfwerall, pray eat, you fee your 
dinner: I am fure, if we had known we fhould' 
have fuch good company, we Ihould have been 
better provided ; but you muft take the will for the 
deed. I'm afraid you are invited to your lofs. 

CoL And pray. Sir John, how do you like the 
town ? you have been abfent a long tirrie. 

Sir John. Why, I find little London ftands juft 
where it did when I left it laft. 

Never out. What do you think of Hanover-fquare? 
Why, Sir John, London is gone out of town fincc 
you faw it. 

Lady Smart. Sir John, I can only fay, you arc 
heartily welcome j and I wilh I had fomething 
better for you. 

Col. Here's no fait; cuckolds will run away with 
the meat. 

Ld. Smart. Yx2lJ edge a little, to make more 
room for Sir John: Sir John, fall toj you know^ 
half an hour is foon loft at dinner. 

Sir John. I proteft I can't eat a bit, for I took 

ihare 
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fhare of a beef^fteak and two mugs of ale with my 
chaprtianj befideS a taiikard of March beer, as foon 
as I got out of my bed. 

Liidy Anfw. Not frefh arid fafting, I hope ? 

Sir Jghn. Yes, faith, madam ; I always wafh 
my kettle before I put the meat in it* 

Lady Smart. Poh ! Sir John, you have feen nine 
houfes fince you eat laft : come, you have kept a 
corner of your ftomach for a piece of venifon-pafty. 

Sir John. Well, V\\ try what I can do when it 
comes up. 

Lady Anfw. Come, Sir John, you may go fur- 
ther, and fare worfe. 

Mifs. \to Never out J\ Pray, Mr. Neverout, will 
you pleafe to fend me a piece of tongue ? 

Neverout. By no means, madam j one tongue 's 
enough for; a woman. 

Col. Mifs, here's a tongue that never told a lie. 

Mifs. That was^ becaufe it could not fjpeak. 
Why, colonel, I never told a lie in my life. 

Neverout^ I appeal to all the company, whether 
that be not the greateft lie that ever was told ? 

Col. \to Ueverout.'] Prithee, Tom, fend me the 
two legs, and rump, and liver of that pigeon j for, 
you muft know, I love what nobody elfe loves. 

Neverout: But what if any of the ladies fliould 
long? Well, here take it, and the d--— 1 do you good 
with it. 

Lady Anfw. Well ; this eating and drinking takes 
away a body's ftomach. 

Neverout. I am fure I have loft mine. 

Mifs. What ! the bottom of it, I fuppofe* 
' Vol. VIII. Z Neverout. 
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Neverout. No, really, mifs; I have quite loft \U 

Mifs. I flxould be very forry a poor body had 
found it. 

Lady Smart. Butj Sir John, we hear you are 
married fince we faw you laft : what ! you have 
ftolen a wedding, it fqems ? 

Sir John. Well ; one can't do a foolifli thing 
cmfce in one's life, bitt one muft hear of it a hundred 
tim:es. 

CoL And pray, Sir John^ how does your ladjr 
unknown ? 

Sir John. My wife's well, cofonel, and at your 
fervice in a civil way. Ha, ha f \^He laughs. 

Mifs. Pray, Sir Jobn^ is your lady ts^l or fliort ? 
' Sir John. Why, mifs, 1 thank God^ fhe is a; little 
evil. 
"Ld. Sparkijh^ Come, give- me a glafs of claret* 

footman JiUs btm a bumper. 

Ld. Sparki/b. Why do you fill fo much ? 

Neverout. My lord^ he fills as he loves you. 

Lady Smart.. Mi?fs^ {hall 1 fend you fome cu^-^ 
cumber ? 

Mifs. Madanv, t dar^ not touteh rt ; for they fay, 
cucumbers are cold in the third degrecr 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neveroiit^ do you love pud- 
ding? ' ' 

Neverout f- Madam, Fm like all fopby I Ipve every 
thing that is good j but the proof of the pudding is^ 
m the eating. 

Col. Sir John, I hear you ar^ a great walker^ 
when your are at home* 

S, Sir 
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Sir John. No, faithj colonel ; I always Jove to 
Walk with a horfe in my hand : but I have had 
devilifti bad luck in horfe-flefti of late. 

Ldn Smarh Why then, Sir John, youmuftkifs 
a parfon's wife. 

Lady Smart.- They fay, Sir John, th/it your lady 
has a great deal of wit. 

Sir Jobki Madam^ (he can make ^ ptldding ; and 
has juft wit enough to know her hufband's breeches 
from another man's. 

Ld. Smart. My Lord Sparkilh, I have fome ex* 
cellent cyder.; will you pleafe to taftc it ? 

Ld. Sparkijb. My lord, I fhoUld like it well 
enough, if it were not treacherous. 

Ld. Smart. Pray, my lord, how is it treacherous? 

Ld. Sparkijbh Becaufe it fmiles in my face, and 
cuts my throat. {Here a loud laugh.] 

Mifs. Odd-fo! madam; your knives are very 
fliarp, for I have cut my fingeir. 

Lady Smart. I am fojrry for it; pray, which fin- 
ger (God blefs the mark)? 

Mifsk Why, this finger J no, *ti« this: I vow I 
ican*t find which it is» 

Neveroutk Ay j the fox had a wOUnd, and he 
could not tell where, ^c. Bring fome water to 
thrbw in her face. - 

Mifs. Pray, Mr. NeveVoht, did you ever draw 
la fword in anger ? I warrant, you would faint at 
the fight of your own blood. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, fhall I fend you 
fome veal ? 

Neverottt. No, madam; F don't love it. 

Z 2 Mifs. 
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Mtfs. Then pray for them that do. I defire 
your ladyfhip will fend me a bit. 

Ld. Smart. Tom, my fervice to you. 
' Neverout. My lord, this moment I did myfelf 
the honour to drink to your lordfhip. 

Ld. Smart. Why then that's Hcrtfordfhire kind- 
nefs. 

Neverout. Faith, my lord, I pledged tnyfelf ; for 
1 drank twice together without thinking. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Why then, colone!, rtiy humble' 
fervice to you. 

Neverout. Fray, n>y lord, don't make a bridge 
ofmynofe. 

Ld. Sparkipj. Well, a glafs of this wine is as com- 
fortable as matrimony to an old woman. 

Col. Sir John, I defign one of thefe days to come «^ 
and beat up your quarters in Derbyfhire. 

Sir yohn. Faith, colonel, come, and welcome: 
and ftay away, and heartily welcome : but you 
were bom within the found of Bow bell, and don't 
care to ftir fo far from London. 

Mifs. Pray, colonel, fend me fome fritters- 

Colonel takes them out with bis bandm 

Col. Here, mifs ; they fay fingers were made 
before forks, and hands before knives* 

iMdy Smart. Methinks this pudding is too much 
boilM. 

Lady Anfw. Oh! madam, they fay a pudding 
is poifon, when it is too much boilM. 

Neverwt. 
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Neverout. IVIifs, fhall I help you to a pigeon ? 
here's a pigeon fo finely roafted,' it cries. Come 
eat me. 

Mifs,. No, fir. J I thank you* 

Neverout. Why, then you may choofe, 

Mifs. I have chofen already. 

Neverout. Well, you may be worfe offered, be- 
fore you are twice married. 

The Colonel Jills a large plate offoupe. 

Ld. Smart. Why, colonel, you don't mean to 
^t all that foupe ? 

Col. O my lord, this is my fick difh ; when I'm 
welJ, I'll have a bigger. 

Mifs. \to Col.'\ Sup, Simon ; very good broth. 

Neverout. This feems to be a good pullet. 

Mifs. I warrant, Mr. Neverout knows what's 
good for himfelf. 

Ld. Sparki/b. Tom, I flia'nt take your word for 
i^j ^elp me to a wipg* 

Neverout tries to cut off a wi;ig. 

Neverout. Egad, I can't hit the joint. 

Ld. Sparkijh. Why then, think of a cuckold* 

Neverout^ Oh ! now I have nick'd it. 

[Gives it to Ld. Sparkijb. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Why, ^ man may eat this, though 
his wife lay a dying. 

Col. Pray, friend, giye lae a glafs of fmall beer, 
if it be good. 

Ld., Smart. Why, colonel, they fay, there Is no 
Z 3 fijch 
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fuch thing as good fmall beer, good brown bread j 
or a good old woman. 

Lady Smart. \to Lady Anfw.'] Madam, I beg 
your ladyfhip's pardon ; I did not fee you when 
I was cutting that bit. 

Lady Anfw. Oh ! madam ; after you is good 
manners. 

Lady Smart. Lord ! here's a hair in the lauce. 

Lady Sparkijh. Then fet the hounds after it. 

Neverout. Pray, colonel, help me however tQ 
ibme of that fame fauce. 

Col. Gbme; I think you are mo^pe fauce thai^ 

pig. 

Ld. Smart. Sir John ; cheer up : my fervice tq 

you: well, what do yoq think of the world tq 

come ? ... \ 

Sir John. Truly, my lord, I think of it as littk 
as I can. 

Lady Smart, [putting ajkewer on a plate J\ Here,^ 
take this fkewer, and carry it down to the cook, to 
drefs it for her own dinnen 

Nevcroiit. I beg your ladyfhip's pardon ; b.ut this\ 
fmall beer is deaA 

Lady Smart. Why, then, let it be buried. 

Col. This is admiirable black pudding : mifs, (hall 
I carve you fome ? I can juft carve pudding, and 
that's all ; I am the worft caryer in the world j \ 
fliould never make a good chs^plain. 

Mifs. No, thank ye, colonel ; for they iky 
thofe that ?at black pudding will dream of the 
devil. 



Ld. 
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Ld. Smart. O, here comes the ven^fon-pafty : 
here^ take the foupe away. 

Ld. Smart. \Hc cuts it up^ and tq/les th§ vem/orij 
*Sbuds, this venifon is mufty. 

Neverout eats a piece ^ and it burns bis mouth. 

Ld, Smart. What's the matter, Tom ? you have 
tears in your eyes, I think : what doft cry for, 
man? 

Neverout. My lord, I was juft thinking of ray 
poor grandmother; fhe died juft this very day 
(even years, 

Mifs takes a bit^ and burns her mouth. 

fsfeverout. And pray, mifs, why do you cry too ? 

Mifs. Becaufe you were not hang'd the day 
your grandmother died. 

Ld. Smart. I'd have given forty pounds, mifs, 
to have faid that. 

Col. Egad, I think the more I eat, the hungrier 

I am. 

Ld. SparkiJJj. Why, colonel, they fay, one 
(houlder of mutton drives down anqther. 

Newrout. Egad, if I were to faft for my life, I 
would t^ke a good breakfaft in the morhing, ^ 
good dinner at noon, and a good fupper at night. 

Ld, Sparkijk* My lord, thiij venifon is plaguily 
pepperM ; your cook has a heavy hand. 

Ld. Smart, My lord, I hope you ixt pcpper- 
proof : come, here's a health to the founders. 

f^ady Smart. Ay j and to the confounders too. 

Z 4 Ld. 
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Ld. Smart. Lady Anfwerall, does not your lady- 
fhip love venifon ? 

Lady Anfm. No, my lord, I can^t endure it ia 
my light ; therefore pleafe to fend me a good piece 
of meat and cruft. 

Ijd* Sparkijh. [drinks to Neveroui\ Gome, Tpm ; 
not always to my friends, but once to you. 

Neverout. [drinks to Lady Smart] Come, mar 
dam ; here's ^ health to our friends, and hang the 
reft of our kin. 

Lady Smart, [to Lady jivfw.] Madam, wil^ 
your ladyfhip have any of this hare ? 

Lady ^Infw. No, madam ; they fay, 'tis me- 
lancholy meat. 

Lady Smart. Then, madam, fliall I fend you the 
brains ? I beg your ladyftiip's pardoi; ; for they 
fay, 'tis not good manners to offer brains. 

Lady Anfw. No, madam ; for perhaps it wiil 
make me hair-briin'd. 

Neverout. Mifs, I muft tell you one thing* 

Mifs. [with a gliofs in bdr ban^] Hold ypur 
tongue, Mr. Neverput j don't fpeak in my tip. 

Col. Well, he Viras an ingenious m^n that firft 
found out eating and drinking. 

IjL Sparkijb. Of all vittles drink digefts the 
quickeft : give me a glafs of wine. 

Neverout. My lord, your wine is toq ftrong. 

Ld. SmarU Ajy Tom j as much as you are too 
good. 

Mi/s. This almopd pudding was pure good j 
but it is grown quite cold. 

KeveroM. 



DIALOGUE ir. 34^ 

Neverout. So much the better, mifs j cold pud- 
jding will fettle your love. 

Mifs. Pray, Mr- Neverout, arp you going to 
jtake a voyage ? 

Neverdut. Why do you you alk, mifs ? 

Mifs. Becaufe yoii have laid in fo much beef^ 

Sir John. You tWo have eat up the whole pud- 
ding betwixt you. 

M\f^- Sir John, here's a little bit left ; will yoij 
pleafe to have it ? 

. Sir John. No, thanlfee j I dpn't love to make a 
fool of my mouth. 

Cof. [calling to the butler'\ John, is your fmall 
beer good ? 

Butler. An pleafe your honour, my lord and 
lady like it j I think it is good. 

CoL Why thpn, John, d'ye fee ? if you are furc 
your fmall beer is good, dy'e mark ? then, give me 
a glafs of wine. \All laugh* 

' Colonel tqjling the wine. 

Ld. Smart. Sir John, how does your neighbour 
patherall of the Peak ? I hear he has lately made 
^ purchafe. 

Sir John. Oh, Dick Gatherall knows how to 
butter his bread as Well as any man in Derby- 
ihire. 

Ld. Smart. Why, he us'd to go very fine, when 
he was here in town. 

iS/> John. Ay j and it became him, as a faddle 
J>ecomes a fowt 

Col. 
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Col. I know his lady, and I think fhe is a very 
good woman. 

Sir John. Faith, fhe has more goodnefs in her 
little finger than he has in his whole body, 

Ld. Smart. Well, colonel, how do you like 
that wine? 

CoL This wine fliould be eaten; it is too good 
to be drunk. 

Ld. Smart. I'm very glad you like it ; and pray 
don't fpare it. 

CoL No, my lord ; Til never flarve in a cook's 
fliop. 

Ld. Smart. And pray, Sir John, what do you 
fay to my wine ? 

Sir John. V\\ take another glafs firft : recpn4 
thoughts are beft. 

Ld. Sparki/h. Pray, lady Smart, you fit near 
that ham ; will you pleafe to fend me a bit ? 

Lady Smart. With all my heart. [She fends bim 
a piece] Pray, my lord, how do yoyi like it ? 

Ld. Sparki/h. I think it is a limb of Lot's wife, 
\^He eats it with mujiard] Egad, my lord, your 
muftard is very uncivil. 

Lady Smart. Why uncivil, my lord ? 

Ld. Sparki/h. Becaufc it takes me by the nofe^ 
egad- 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, I find you are t^ 
very good carver. 

Col. O madam, that is no wonder; for you 
muft know, Tom Neverout carves q' Sundays. 

Neverout 
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Neverout overturns the falt-celkr. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, you have over-^ 
turn'd the fah, and that's a fign of anger: rm 
afraid, mifs and you will fall out. 

Lady Atifw^ No, no ; throw a little of it into 
the fire, and all will be well. 

Neverout. Oh, madam, the falling out of lovers, 
you know. 

Mtfs. Lovers ! very fine ! fall out with him ! I 
wonder when we were in. 

Sir John. For my part, I believe the young gen- 
tlewoman is his fweet-heart, there's fo much fool- 
ing and fiddling betwixt them : Tm fure, they fay 
in our country, that fhiddle-come fh — 's the be- 
ginning of iove. 

Mifs. I own, I love Mr. Neverout as the devil 
Joves holy water : 1 love him like pie, I'd rather 
jhe devil had him than I. 
• Neverout. Mifs, TU tell you one thing. 
- Mifs. Come, here's t'ye, to flop your mouth. 

Neverout. I'd rather you would flop it with a 

Mifi. A kifs ! marry come up, my dirty coufin; 
are you no ficker? Lord! I wonder what fool it 
T^as that firfl invented kiffing ! 

Neverout. Well, I'm very dry. 

Mifs. Then you're the better to bum, and the 
^orie to fry. 

Lady Anfw. God blefs you, colonel, you have 
a goo4 ftrpk? with you. 

Col 
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Col. O madam, formerly I could eat all, but 
now I leave nothing ; I eat but one meal a day. 

Mifs. What ! I fuppofe, colonel, that is fnDm 
morning till night, 

Neverout. Faith, mifs ; and well was his wont 

Ld. Smart. Pray, lady Anfwerall, tafte this bit 
of venifon. 

Lady Anfw. I hope, your lordftiip will fet me a 
good example. 

Ld. Smart. Here's a glafs pf cyder fiU'd ; mifs, 
you muft drink it. 

Mifs. Indeed, my lord, I can't, 

Neverout. Come, m^fs ; better belly burft, than 
good liquor be loft. 

Mifs. Pifli \ well in life there was never any 
thing fo teizing ; I had rather fhed it in my fhocs ; 
I wifh it were in your guts, for my fhare. 

Ld. Smart. Mr. Neverout, you han't tafted my 
cyder yet. 

Neverout. No, my lord ; I have been juft eating 
foupe ; and they fay, if one drinks with one's por- 
ridge, one will cough in one's grave. 

Ld. Smart. Come, take mifs's glafs, Ihe wilh'd 
it was in your ^ts ; let her have her wifh for 
once : ladies can't abide to have their inclinations 
• crofs'd. 

Lady Smart, [to Sir John] I think. Sir John, 
you have not tafted the venifon yet. 

Sir John. I feldom eat it, madam j however, 
pleafe to fend me a little of the cruft. 

Ld. Sparkifh. Why, Sir John, you had ^s good 
eat the devil as the broth he is boil'd in. 

Col 
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Col. Well, this eating and drinking takes away 
a body's ftomach, as lady Anfwerall fays. 

Neverout. I have dined as well as my lord- 
mayor. 

Mifs. I thought I could have eaten this wing of 
a chicken ; but my eye's bigger than my belly, 

Ld. Smart. Indeed, lady Anfwerall, you have 
eaten nothing. 

Lady Anfw. Pray, my lord, fee all the bones 
on my plate : they fay, a carpenter's known by his 
chips, 

Neverout. Mifs, will you reaqh me that glafs of 
jelly? 

Mifs. {giving it to hiTn\ You fee, 'tis but affc 
and have. 

Neverout. Mifs, I would have a bigger glafs, 

Mifs. What ? you don't knov<r your own mind ; 
you are neither well, full nor failing ; I think that 
is enough. 

Neverout. Ay, one of the enoughs j I am fure 
it is little enough. 

Mfs. Yes; but you know, fweet things are bad 
for the teeth. 

Neverout. [to Lady Anfw.'\ Madam, I don't like 
that part of the veal you fent me. 

Lady Anfw. Well, Mr. Neverout, I find you 
are a true Englifliman ; you never know when you 
are well. 

Col. Well, I have made my whole dinner of 
beef. 

Lady Anfw. Why, colonel, a belly-full's a belly- 
full, if it be but of wheat ftraw. 

Col 
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CoL Well, after all, kitchen phyfick is the bc^ 
phyfick. 

Lady Smart. And the beft do£l:ors in the world 
are dodlor Diet, dodtor Quiet, and dodlor Merry-*: 
man. 

Ld. Sparkijb. What do you think of a litd^ 
houfe well fill'd ? 

Sir John. And a little land well till'd? 

CoL Ay ; and a little wife well willed? 

Neverout. My lady Smart, pray help me to fofti* 
of the breaft of that goofe. 

Ld. Smart. Tom, I have heard that goofe up(>n 
goofe is falfe heraldry. 

Mifs. What! .will you never have done fluffing? 

Ld. Smart. This goofe is quite taw : well, God 
fends meat, but the devil f^nds cooks* 

Neverout. Mifs, can you tell which is the gander^ 
the white goofe or the grey goofe ^ 

Mifs. They fay, a fool will afk more queftlona. 
than the wifeft body can anfwer. 

Col. Indeed, mifs, Tom Neverout has* pofed 
you. 

Mifs. Why, colonel J every dog has his dayi 
but I believe I (hall never fee a goofe ag^n without 
thinking on Mr. Neverout. 

Ld. Smart. Well faid, mifsj faith, girl,. thoU 
haft brought thyfelf oflF cleverly. Tom, what fay 
you to that ? 

Col. Faith, Tom is nonpluft j he looks plaguJly 
down in the mouth. 

Mifs. Why, my lord, you fee he is the pfo- 

vokingcft 
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Vokingeft creature in life; I believe there is not 
fuch another in the varfal world. 

Lady Anfw* Oh, mifs ! the world's a wide 
place. ^ 

Neperout. Well, raifs, TU give you leave to call 
me aiiy thing, if you don't call me fpade. 

Ld. Smart. Well, but after all, Tom, can you 
tell me what's Latin for a goofe ? 

Neverout. O my lord, I know that ; why brandy 
is Latin for a goofe, and tofe is Latin for. a candle. 

Mifs. Is that manners, to fhew your learning 
before ladies ? Methii\ks you arc grown very brifk 
of a fudden j I think the man's glad he's alive. 

Sir John. The devil take your wit, if this be 
wit J for it fpoils company: pray, Mr. Butler^ 
bring me a dram after my goofe ; 'tis very goocL 
for the wholefomes. 

Ld. Smart f:Cf>mGy bring me the loaf j I fomc* 
times love to cut my own bread. 

Mi/s. I fuppofe, my lord, you lay longeft a-bed 
to-day. 

Ld. Smart. Mifs, if I had faid fo, I fhould havfe 
told a fib ; I warrant you lay a-bed till the cowa 
came home : but, mifs, (hall I cut you a little cruft 
now my hand is in ? 

Mifs. If you pleafe^ my lord, a bit of iinder- 
cruft. 

Neverout. [wbifpering Mijs.] I find you love to 
lie under. • . 

Mi/s. [aloudy pujhing him from beh] What docs 
the man mean! Sir, I don't underftand you at 
all. 

Neverout. 
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Neverout. Come, all quarrels laid afide: here^ 
mifs, may you live a thoufand years. 

\^He drinks to her. 

Mifs. Pray, Sir, don't (lint me. 

Ld. Smart. Sir John, will you tafte my Odober? 
I think it is very good ; but I believe not equal W 
yours in Derbyfhirc. 

Sir John. My lord, I beg your pardon; but 
they fay, the devil made aikers. 

Ld. Smart. \to the butler.^ Hert, briiig up the 
great tankard full of OGober for Sir John. 

CoL [drinking to MifsJ] Mifs, your health j 
may you live all the days of your life. 

Lady Anfw. Well, mifs, you'll certainly be foon 
married j here's two bachelors drinking to you at 
once. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, mifs, I believe you were 
wrapt in your mother's fmock, you are fo well be- 
loved. 

Mifs. Where's my knife ? fure I han't eaten it : 
Oh, here it is. 

Sir John. No, mifs j but your maidenhead hangs 
in your light. 

Mi/s. Pray, Sir John, is that a Derbyfhire com- 
pliment ? Here, Mr. Neverout, will you take this 
piece of rabbit that you bid me carve for you ? 

Neverout. I don't know. 

Mi/s. Why, take it, or let it alone. 

Neverout. I will. 

Mijs. What will you ? 

Neverout^ Why, I'll take it, or let it alone* 

Mi/s. You are a provoking creature. 

Sir 
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Sif John, [talking with a glafs of wine in his 
hand.'\ I remember a farmer in our country-*— 

Ld. Smart, [interrupting him."] Pray, Sir John, 
did you ever hear of parfon Palmer ? 

Sir John. No, my lord ; what of him ? 

Ld. Smart* Why, he ufed to preach over his 
liquor. 

Sir John. I beg your lordlliip's pardon ; here's 
your lordftiip's health : Td drink it up, if it were a 
mile to the bottom. 

Lady Smart* Mr. Ncverout, have you been at 
the new play ? 

Ncverout. Yes, madam, I went the firft night, 

I^dy Smart. Well, and how did it take ? 

Ncverout. Why, madam, the poet is damn'd. 

Sir John. God forgive you ! that's very uncha- 
ritable : you ought not to judge fo rafhly of any 
Chriftian. 

Never out. [whifpers Lady Smart.'] Was ever 
fuch a dunce ? How well he knows the town ! See 
how he flares like a ftuck-pig ! Well, but, Sir John, 
are you acqui^intcd wnth any of our fine ladies 
vet? 

Sir John. No ; damn your fire-fhips, I have a 
wife of my own. 

Lady Smart. Pray, my lady Anfwerall, how do 
you like thele prefcrved oranges ? 

Lady Anfw. Indeed, madam, the only fault I 
find is, that they are too good. 

Lady Smart. O madam ; I have heard 'em fay, 
that too good is ftark naught. 

. Vol. VIII. A a Mifs 
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Mifs drinking part of a glafs of wine. 

Neverout, Pray, let me drink your fnufF. 

Mifs. No, indeed, you'fhan't drink after mc; 
for you'll know my thoughts. 

Neverout. I know them already ; you are think- 
ing of a good hufband. Befides, I can tell your 
meaning by your mumping. 

Lady Smart. Pray, my lord, did not you order 
the butler to bring up a tankard of our Odlober to 
Sir John ? I believe, they ftay to brew it. 

T'be Butler brings up the tankard to Sir John. 

Sir John. Won't your ladyfhip pleafe to drink 
firft? ' 

Lady Smarti No, Sir John j 'tis in a very good 
hand ; Til pledge you. 

Col. [to Lord Smart.'] My lord. Move Oftober 
as well as Sir John ; and I hope, you won't make 
filh of dne, and flefh of another. 

Ld. Smart. Coldnel, youVe heartily welcome. 
Come, Sir John, take it by word of mouth, and 
then give it the colonel. 

Sir John drinks. 

Ld. Smart. Well, Sir John, how do you like 
it? 

Sir John. Not as well as my own in Derbyfliire j 
'tis plaguy fmall. 

Lady Smart. I never tafte malt liquor j but they 
fay 'tis well hopt. 

Sir John. Hopt! why^ if it had hopp'd a little 

furth^rj 
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further^ it would have hopp'd into -the river. O 
my lord, my ale is meat, drink, and cloth j it wiU 
make a 5at fpeak, and a wife man dumb. 

Lad;^ Smart. I was toM^ ours was very jflrdnp. 
' Sir John. Ay, madam, ftrong of the water ; I 
believe the brewer forgot the malt, or the river was 
too near him. Faith, it is mere whip-belly^vcn** 
geance ; he that drinks moft has the worft (hare* 

CoL I believe. Sir John, ale is as plenty as watet 
at your houfe. 

Sir John. Why, faith, at Chriftmas we^have 
many comers and goers ; and they muft not be 
fent away without a cup of Chriftmas ale, for fear 
they fhould p — s behind the door* 

Lady Smart. I hear. Sir John has the niceft 
garden in England ; they fay, 'tis kept fo clean, 
that you can't find a place where to fpit. 

Sir John. O madam; you are pleafed to fay fa 

Lady Smart. But, Sir John, your ale is terrible 
ftrong and heady in Derbyfhire, and will fooit' 
make one drunk and fick ; what do you then ? 

Sir John. Why, indeed, it is apt' to fox one j 
but our way is, to take a hair of the fame dog next 
morning. I take a new-laid egg for breakfift ;• 
and faith, one fhould driqk as much after an egg 
as after an ox. 

Ld. Smart. Tom Neveroiit, will you tafte a 
glafe of Oftober ? 

Neverout. No, faith, my lord ; I like your wla^ 
and I won't put a churl upon a gentleman j youif 
honour^s claret is ^podt enough for me* 

t., A a a Mf 
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Lady Smart. What ! is this pigeon left for man- 
ners ? colonel, Ihall I lend you the legs and rump? 

CoL Madam, I could not eat a bit more, if the 
houfe was full. 

Ld. St7iart. [carving a partridge] Well ; owi 
may ride to Rumford upon this knife, it is fo 
blunt. 

Lady Anfw. My lord, 1 beg your pardon ; but 
they fay, an ill workman never had good tools. 

Ld. Smart. Will your lordfhip have a wing of 
it? 

Ld. Sparkifi. No, my lord ; I love the wing of 
an ox a great deal better, 

Ld. Smart. Tm always cold after eating. 

Cd. My lord, they fay, that's a fign of long 
life. 

Ld. Smart. Ay ; I believe I fhall live till all my 
friends are weary of me. 

CoL Pray, does any body here hate cheefe? I 
would be glad of a bit. 

Ld. Smart. An odd kind of fellow dined with 
me t'other day ; and when the cheefe came upon 
the table, he pretended to faint ; fo fomebody faid, 
Way take away the cheefe : No, faid I ; pray, take 
away the fool : faid I well ? 

Here a loud and large laugh. 

CoL Faith, my lord, you ferved the coxcomb 
right enough ; and therefore I wifh we had a bit 
of your lordfhip's Oxfordfliire cheefe. 

Ld. Smart. Conie, hang faving ; bring us up a 
halfp'orth of cheefe. 
;, T . Ladj 
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Lady Anfw. They fay, cheefe digefts every thing 
butitfelf. :^ 

A Footman brings a great whole cheefe. 

Ld. Sparki/h. Ay ; this would look handfome, 
if any body fliould come in. 

Sir^ohn. Well j Vm weily broften, ks they fay n 
in Lancafhire. 

Lady Smart. O ! Sir John j I wou'd I had fome- 
thing to broft you withal. 

Ld. Smart. Come, they fay, 'tis merry in the 
hall when beards wag all. 

Lady Smart. Mifs, (hall I help you to fome 
cheefe, or will you carve for yourfelf ? 

Neverout. V\\ hold fifty pounds, mils won't cut 
the cheefe. 

Mifs. Pray, why fo, Mr. Neverout ? 

Neverout. Oh, there is a reafon, and you know 
it well enough. 

Mifs. I can't for my life underftand what the 
gentleman means. 

Ld. Smart. Pray, Tom, change the difcourfe : 
in troth you are too bad. 

Col. [whifpers Neverout^ Smoke mifs; faith* 
you have n>ade her fret like gum taffety. 

Lady Smarts Well, but^ mifs, (hold your tongue, 
Mr. Neverout) fhall I cut you a piece of cheefe ? 

Mifs. No, really, madam; I have dined this 
half hour. 

Lady Smart. What! quick at meat, quick at 
work, they fay. 

Aa 3 Sir 
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Sir John nods. 

Ld. Smart. What ! are you fleepy, Sir John ? 
do you deep after dinner ? 

Sir yobn. Yes, faith ; I fometimes take a nap 
after my pipe ; for when the belly is full, the bones 
would be at reft. 

Lady Smart. Come, colonel ; help yourfelf, and 
you friends will love you tlie better, [7b Laiy. 
Anfw*^ Madam, your ladyfhip eats nothing. 

Lady Anjw. Lord, madam, I have fed like a 
farmer ; I fhall grow as fat as a porpoife ; I fwear, 
roy jaws are weary of chewing, 

CoL I have a mind to eat a piece cf that flurgeon, . 
but fear it wil,l make me fickt 

Ncverout. A rare foldier indeed ! let it aloae^ and 
I warrant it won't hurt you. 

(Cb/# Wcl| i it would vex a dog to fee a pudding 
^ccp» 

Sir yohn rifes.* 

lad. Smart. Sir John, what are you doing ? 

Sir John. Swolks, I muft be going, by'r lady ; 
I have earneft bufmefs j I muft do as the beggars 
do, go away when I have got enough. 

Ld. Smart. Well ; but ftay till this bottle's out; 
you know, the man was hang'd that left his liquor 
pehind him : aad befides, a cup in the pate is a 
inile in the gate and a fpur in the head is worth 
t^p in the heeU 

Sir John. Come then ; one briipmer to aU your 
healths. [T^e footman ^ivcs bim a glajs balffulL'\ 

Pray, 
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Pray, friend, what was the reft of this glafs made 
for I an inch at the top, friend, is worth two at the 
bottom. [He gets a brimmer^ and drinks it off.^ 
Well, there's no deceit in a brimmer, and there's 
no falfe Latin in this ; your wine is excellent good, 
fo I thank you for the next, for I am fure of this : 
madam, has your ladyfhip any commands in Dcr-* 
byfliire ? I muft go fifteen miles to-night. 

Lady Smart. None, Sir John, but to take car* 
of yourfelf ; and my moft humble fervice to your 
lady unknown. 

Sir John. Well, madam, I can but love and 
thank you. 

Lady Smart. Here, bring water to wafli ; tho? 
really, you have all eaten fo little, that you have 
not need to wafh your mouths. 

Ld. Smart. But, prithee, Sir John, ftay a while 
longer. - * 

Sir John^ No, my lord ; I am to fmoke a pipe 
with a friend before I leave the town. 

Col. Why, Sir John, had not you better ifX out 
to-morrow ? 

Sir John, Colonel, yoii forget to-morrow is Sun- 
day. 

Col. Now I always. love to begin a journey on 
Sundays, becaufe I Ihall have the prayers of the 
church, to preferve all that travel by land, or by 
water. 

Sir John. Well, colonel j thou art a mad fellow 
to make a prleft of* 

Neverout. Fie, Sit John> do you take tobacco ? 
How can you make a chimney of your mouth ? ' 

A a 4 Sir 
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Sir John, [to Never out.'] What! you don't fmoke, 
I warrant you, but you fmock. (Ladies, I beg your 
pardon.) Colonel, do you never fmoke? 

CoL No, Sir John ; but I take a pipe fome- 
times. 

&ir John. Tfaith, one of your finical London 
blades dined with me laft year in Derbyfhire : fo, 
after dinner, I took a pipe ; fo my gentleman 
turn'd away his head : fo, faid I, what. Sir, do 
you never fmoke ? fo, he anfwcred as you do, co* 
lonel J no, but I fometimes take a pipe : fo he took 
a pipe in his hand, and fiddled with it till he broke 
it: fo, faid I, pray, Sir, can you make a pipe? 
fo, he faid no ; fo, faid I, why then, Sir, if you 
can't make a pipe, you fhould not break a pipe j 
fo, we all laugh'd. 

Ld. Smart. Well ; but. Sir Jphn, they fay, that 
the corruption of pipes is the' geperation of ftop-r 
perg. 

Sir John. Colonel, I hear you go fometimes to 
Derbyfhire ; I wifh you would com? and foul a 
plate with me. 

CoL I hope, you will give me a foldier's 
bottle. 

Sir John. Come, and try. Mr. Neverout, you 
are a town-wit ; can you tell me what kind of herb 
is tobacco ? 

Neverout. Why, an Indian herb, Sir John^ 

Sir John. No, 'tis a pot-herb ; and fo here's 
t'ye in a pot of my lord's Odober. 

Lady Smart. I hear. Sir John, fjnce you ^ire 
married, you h^ve forfwore the town. 

Sir 
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Sir yohn. No, madam; I never forfwore any 
thing but the building of churches. 

Lady Smart. Well ; but, Sir John, when, may 
we hope to fee you again in London ? 

Sir John. Why, madam, not till the ducks have 
eat up the dirt, as the children fay. 

Neveroutt Come, Sir John: I forefee it will rain 
terribly. 

Lady Smart. Come, Sir John, do nothing rafh* 
ly ; let us drink firft. 

Ld. Sparki/h. I know Sir John will go, though 
he was fure it would rain cats and dogs : but pray 
ftay. Sir John ; you'll be time enough to go to bed 
by candle-light. 

Ld. Smart. Why, Sir John, if you muft needs 
go ; while you ftay, make ufe of your time: here's 
my fervice to you, a health to our friends in Derby- 
fhire : come, fit down ; let us put off the evil hour 
as long as we can. 

Sir yohn. Faith, I could not drink a drop more, 
if the houfe was full. 

CoL Why, Sir John, you ufed to love a glafs of 
good wine in former times. 

Sir John. Why, fo I do ftill, colonel ; but a 
man may love his houfe very well, without riding 
on the ridge : betides, I muft be with my wife on 
Tuefday, or there will be the devil and all to pay. 

CoL Well, if you go to-day, I wifh you may 
J>e wet to the Ikin. 

Sir John. Ay ; but they fay the prayers of the 
wicked wo^'t prevail, 

Sir 
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Sir John takes leave ^ and goes away. 

Ld. Smart. Well, mifs, how do you like Sir 
John? 

Mifs. Why, I think, he's a little upon the filly, 
or fo: I believe he has not all the wit in the 
world : but I don't pretend to be a judgct 

Neverout. Faith, I believe, he was bred at Hog's 
Norton, where the pigs play upon the organs. 

Ld. Sparkijb. Why, Tom, I thought you* and 
he wcire hand and gldve. 

Neverout. Faith, he fhall have a dean threihold 
Coj me; I never darkened his door in my life, 
neither in town nor country ; but he's a queer okjl 
duke, by my confcience ; and ytty after all, I take 
him to be more knave than fooL 
. Lfody Smart. Well, come j a man's a man, if 
he has but a nofe on his face. 

Col. I was once with him and fome other com- 
pany over a bottle ; and, egad, he fell afleep, and 
fnor'd fo hard, that we thought he was driving his 
hogs to market* 

Neverout. Why, what I you can have no more 
of a cat than her Ikin v yQU can't paake a filk purfe 
put of a fow'^ ear, 

Ld. Sp^rkijlo. Well, fince he's ,gone, the devil 
go with him and fixpence j and there's money and 
company too, 

Neverout. Faith, he's a true country put. Pray^ 
mifs, let me afk yoii a queftion ? 

Mijs. Well J but don't afk queftions with a dirty 

face ; 
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face : I warrant, what you have to fay will keep 
cold. 

CdL Come, my lord, againft you are diipofed: 
here's to all that love and honour you* ^ ^ ' 

Ld. Sparkijb. Ay, that was always Dick Nimble's 
health. Tm fure you know he's dead. 

CoL Dead! well, my lord, you love to be a tncf- 
fenger of ill news : Tm heartily forry ; but, my 
lord, we muft all die. 

Neverout. I knew him very well: but, pray, 
how came he to die ? 

Mtfs. There's a queftion ? you talk Kke a poti- 
cary : why, becaufe he could live no longer. 

Never out. Well j reft his foul : we muft live by 
the living, and not by the dtod 

Ld. Sparkijb. You know, his houfe was- burnt 
down to the ground. 

CoL Yes ; it was in the n?ws. Why, fire and 
water are good fervants, but they are very bad 
mafters. 

Ld. Smart. Here, take away, and fet dowa 
a bottle of Burgundy. Ladies, you'll ftay and 
drink a glafs of wine before you go to your tea- 

All taken away^ and the wine fet dowHy Sjc. 
Mifs gives Neverout a /mart pinch. 

Neverout. Lord, mifs, what d'ye mean? d'ye 
think I have no feeling ? 

Mifs. I'm forc'd to pincb^ for the times are 
hard» 

Neverout. 
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Neverout. {^giving Mifs a pinch.] Take that, mifs; 
what's fauce for a goofe is fauce for a gander. 

Mijs. \JcreamingJ\ Well, Mr. Neverout, that 
fhall neither go to heaven nor hell with you. 

Neverout. \iakes Mifs by the band.'] Come, mifs, 
let us lay all quarrels afide, and be friends. 

Mifs. Don't be fo tealing : you plague a body 
fo ! can't you keep your filthy hands to yourfelf ? 

Neverout. Pray, mifs, where did you get that 
pick-tooth cafe? 

Mifs. I came honeftly by it. 

Neverout. I'm fure it was mine, for I loft juft 
fuch a one j nay, I don't tell you a lie* 

Mifs^ No ; if you lie, it k much. 

Neverout. Well ; I'm fure 'tis mine. 

Mifs. What ! you think every thing is yours, 
but a little the king has. 

Neverout. Colonel, you have feen my fine pick- 
tooth cafe; don't you think this is the very fame ? • 

Col. Indeed, mifs, it is very like it. . 

Mifs. Ay } what he fays, you'll fwear. 

Neverout. Well ; but I'll prove it to be mine. 

Mifs. Ay; do. if you can, 

Neverout. Why, what's yours is mine, and what's 
mine is my own. 

Mifs. Well, run oq till you're weary j nobody 
holtJs you. 

Neverout gapes. 

Col. What, Mr, Neverout, do you gape for 
preferment ? 

N^veroutn 
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Never out. Faith, I may gape long enougH, be- 
fore it falls into my mouth. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout^ my lord and I in- 
tend to beat up your quarters one of thefe days : I 
hear you live high. 

Neverout. Yes, faith, madam ; I live high, and 
lodge in a garret. 

CoL But, mifs, I forgot to tell you, that Mr. 
Neverout got the devilifheft fall in the park to- 
day. 

Mifs. I hope he did not hurt the ground : but 
how was it, Mr. Neverout? I wifh I had been 
there to laugh. 

Neverout. Why, madam, it was a place where a 
cuckold had been buried, and one of his horns 
flicking out, I happened to ftumble againft it ; 
that was all. 

Lady Smart. Ladies, let us leave the gentle- 
men to themfelves ; I think it is time to go to 
our tea. 

Lady Anfw. and M\fs* My lords and gentle- 
men, your moft humble fervarit. 

Ld. Smart. Well, ladies, we'll wait on you an 
hour hence. 

7be Gentlemen alone. 

Ld. Smart. Come, John, bring us a frefh 
bottle. 

Col. Ay, my lord; and pray, let him carry 
off the dead men, as we fay in the army. . 

\Meaning the empty bottles. 
Ld. Sparkifh. 
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Ld. Sparki/b. Mr. Neverout, pray, is not that 
bottle full ? 

Nevtrout. Yes, my lord ; full of emptlnefs. 

Ld. Smart. And, d'ye hear, John, bring clean 
glafles. 

CoL I'll keep mine ; for I think, the wine is the 
beft liquor to wafh glafles in. 
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The Ladies at their tea. 

Lady Smart. 

IT7ELL, ladies; now let us have a cup of dif- 
courfe to ourfelves. 

Lady Aftfw. What do you think of your friend, 
3ir John Spendall ? ' 

Lady Smart. Why, madam, 'tis happy for him 
:hat his father was born before hxR\. 

Mifs. They fay, he majces a very ill hulband to 
iiy lady. 

Lady Anfw. But he muft be allow'd to be the 
Tondeft father in the world# 

Lady Smart. Ay, madam, that's true j for they 
fay, the devil is kind to his own, 

Mifs. I an}L told, my lady manager him to lad- 
miration. 

Lady Smart. That I believe, for fliq's s^ cunning 
as a dead pig, but xs^ot half fo honeft. 

Lady Anfw. They fay, ihc's quite a ftranger t^ 
all his gallantries. 

iMdy Smart. Not at all ; but you know, there*s 
none fo blinxi as they that won't fee. 

Mifs. O madam, I am told, ihe watches him as* 
a cat would watch a moufe. 

Lady Anfm. Weil^ if ihe bea't foully btdiicd, (he 
pays him in his owacoin. 

, ^ Lady 
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Lady Smart. Madam, I fancy I know your 
thoughts, as well as if I were within you. 

Lady Anfw. Madam„ I was t'other day in com- 
pany with Mrs. Clatter; I find fhe gives herfelf airs 
of being acquainted with your ladyfhip. 

Mifs. Oh, the hideous creature ! did you obferve 
her nails \ they were long enough to fcratch her 
grannum out of her grave. 

Lady Smart; Well, fhe and Tom Gofling 
were banging compliments backwards and for- 
wards : it look'd like two affes fcrubbing one an- 
other. 

Mifs. Ay, claw me, and Fll claw you : but, 
pray, madam, who were the company ^ 

Lady Smart. Why there was all the world, and 
his wife ; there was Mrs. Clatter, lady Singular^ 
the countefs of Talkhim (I fhould have named her 
firft), Tom Gofling, and fome others, whom I have 
forgot. 

Lady Anfw. I think the countefs is very (ickly. 

Lady S^art. Yes, madam; fhe'U never fcratch 
a grey head, I promife her. 

Mifs* And, pray, what was your c'onverfation ? 

Lady Smart. Why, Mrs. Clatter had all the talk 
to herfelf, and. was perpetually complaining of her 
misfortunes. 

Lady Anfw. She brought her hufband ten thou- 
fand pounds : fhe has a town houfe and country- 
houfe : would the woman have her a — hung with 
points? 

Lady Smart. She would fain be at the' top <^ the 
houfe before the flairs are built. 

7 Mifs. 
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Mtfsk Well, compaiifotas are odious | but ihe's 
BIS like her hufband as if fhe were fpit put c£ bis 
mouth ; as like as one egg is IQ aootbo: : ipT%j% 
how was flie dreft ? 

La(fy Bmurt, Wlif ^ Ih^ wtt js €06 as fi^pjefice ; 
but, tndy, I dioiq^itheK twts janfire coft thasi wor^ 



Lady Anfw. I don't know her huibaad: furaji 
what is he ? 

Latfy Smar4^ Why, l^'s a counfellor ofth^Iaw ; 
jrmi muft know he came to us as dxwdcas David's 
fow^ 

iU^* What^itdof creatui^lshef 

jL^^ iSiiinr^ ITqh ttiuft kAOW| «be ittatt and ina 
ivife are coupled lil^e njbbks, a ht aM a iean ; h^'a 
IS £iit as a f>ocpus, and fiu^s tone of Pharaoh'^ lean 
dne : the ladies and Tom GroAiag m^tt pfiopofing 
I pa^ty at ^quaddlle j 4>ut be xefus'd to make Oflte : 
Damn your osrds i«&d !he, they ^ore ibe d^^'4 
30oks. 

Lady A^m. A dufi, qnmannerly biutel srell^ 
3^od fend him more wit, ajod jflue jo^ore jn%Qm&7:. 

Mifs. Lord ! iiia4aai9 I wiould not Jkftep i]a.ch 
rompany for the world. 

Lady SmarL Omais, ^^tts ixctlang whm yotli 9re 
jded «o it : befides, you Ifinow^ lor Tiir.»itt .of fpiin** 
>any, wekome tr^^oofserf; 

Mifs. Did your ladyfliip play ? 

Liiy Smart. Ht^ and ^p^^PO; ib J c«9$ o^TiTvatli 
pddlets faa, weatt 4Qink, imd fiipuipy. 

Xa^ Jnfw. Ay J what fays Plilftiti 
Vol,. VIII. Bb ilii?/?i 
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Mifs. Well, my elbow itches; I fhall change 
bedfellows. 

Lady Smart. And my right hand itches ; I fhall 
receive money. 

Lady Anfw. And my right eye itches ; I fhall cry. 

Lady Smart. Mifs, I hear your fnend miffarefs 
Giddy has difcarded Dick Shuttle : pray, has fbe 
got another lover ? 

Mifs. I hear of none. 

Lady Smart. Why, thefellpwfs rich, iand I think 
fhe was a fool to throw out her dirty water before 
fhe got clean. 

Lady Anfvo. Mifs, that^s a very handfome gown 
of yburs, and finely made ; very genteeL 
' Mifs. I am glad your ladyfhip likes it. 

Lady Avfw. Your lover will be iaxaptures ; it 
becomes you admirably. . 

Mifsi. Ay ; I affure you I won't take it as I have 
done J if this won't fetch him, the devil fetch him, 
fay I. 

Lady Smart, [to Lady Anfw.'] Pray, madam, 
when did you fee Sir Peter Muckworm I . 

Lady Anfw. Not this fortnight j Ihcar he's laid 
up with the gout. 

Lady Smart. What does he do for it ? 

Lady Anfw. I hear he's weary of : do£loring it, 
and now makes ufe of notlung but padence and 
flannel. f 

Mifs. Pr&y how does he and my lady agree? 

Lady Anfw. You know he loves her as the devil 
loves holy waten 
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Mtfs. They fay, flie plays deep with fharpers, 
that cheat her of her money. 

Lady Anfw. Upon my word, they muft rife 
early that would bheat her of her money; (harp's the 
word with her; diamonds cut diamonds. 

Mtfs. Well, but I was affured from a good hand^ 
that fhe loft at one fitting to the tune of a hundred 
guineas ; make money of that. 

Lady Smart. Well, but do y6u hear t^at Mrs* 
Plump is brought to bed at laft ? 

Mifs. And pray, what has God fent her ? 

Lady Smart. Why^ guefe if you can* 

Mifs^. A boy, I fuppofe* 

Lady Smart. No, you are out ; guefs again. 

Mtfs. A girl then. 

l^dy Smart. You have hit it j I believe you arc 
a witch. 

Mtfs. O madam, the gentlemen fay, all fin6 
ladies are witches ; but I pretend tb no fuch thing. 

Lady Anfw. Well fhe had good luck to draw 
Tom Plump into wedlock ; fhe ris' with her a— 
upwards. 

Mifs. Fiej madam ; what; do you mean \ 

Lady Smart. O mifs, 'tis nothing what we fay 
among ourfelvcs. ': 

Mifs. Ay, madam; but they fay, hedges have 
eyes, and walls have ears. v 

Lady Anfw. Well, mifs, I can't help it; you 
know, Fm old Tell-truth ; I love tb call a fpade 
a fpade. « ^ 

Lady Smart, \mi/iakes the tia-tongt fortbe J][>odn.'\ 
What ! I thiak my wits are a wool*gadhiering to-day. 

Bb ^ Mifs. 
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Mifs. Why, madam, there was but a right and a 
wrong. 

Lady Smart. Mifs, I hear that you and lady Coupler 
are as great as cup and can. 

Lady Anfw. Ay, mifs, as great as the devil and 
the earl of Kent. 

Lady Smart. Nay, I am told you meet together 
with as much love as there is between the old cow 
and the hay-ftack. 

Mifs. I own I love her very well ; btrt there's 
difference betwixt flaring and ftark mad. 

Lady Smart. They fay, flie begins to grow fat. 

Mip. Fat ! ay, fat as a hen in the fore-head. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, lady An(werall (pray for- 
give me) I think your ladyfhip loofcs^thinner than 
when I faw you laft. 

Mifs. Indeed, madam, I think not j but your 
la«dyfliip is one of Job's comfoitcrs. 

^Ijody Anfw. Well, no matter how I look ; I am 
bought and fold : but really, mifs, you are fo very 
obliging, that I wifh I were a handfome young 
lord for your fake. 

Mifs. O madam, your love's a million. 

Lady Smart. \t6 Lady Affw."] Madam, will your 
ladyfhip let me w^it on you to the play to-morrow? 

Lady Anf'm. Madam, it becomes me to wait on 
your ladyfhip. 

Mifs. What, then, I'm turn'd out for a wrangler t 

The gentlemen come in to the ladies ts drink tea. 

Mifs. Mr.Neveraut,wewantedypufadiyj you are 

always out of the ws^ when you ,&cwld ^e hang'd. 

4 ' ^ Neverout^ 
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Ncverout. You wanted me ! pray, mifs, how do 
you look when you lie ? 

Mifs. Better than you when you cry. Manners 
indeed ! I find you mend like four ale in lummer. 

Neverout. I beg your pardon, mifs; I only meant, 
when you lie alone. 

Mifs^ That's well turn'd ; one turn more would 
have turn'd you down flairs. 

Neverout. Come, mifs, be kind for once, and 
order me a difh of coffee. 

Mifs. Pray, go yourfclf j let us wear out the 
oldeft : befides, I can't go, for I have a bone ill 
my leg. 

Col. They fay, a woman need but look on her 
apron-ftring to find an excufe. 

Neverout. Why, mifs, you are grown fo peevifh, 
a dog would not live with you. 

Mfs. Mr. Neverout, I beg your diverfion ; no 
offence, I hope ; but truly in a little time you in- 
tend to make the colonel as bad as yourfelf ; aifil 
that's as bad as can be, 

Neverout. My lord, don't you think mifs im- 
proves wonderfully of late? why, mifs, if I Ijpoil 
the colonel, I hope you will ufe him as you do mej 
for you know, love me, love my do^. 

Col. How's that, Tom? Say that again: wlby, 
if I am a dog, fhake hands, brother. 

Here a great ^ loud^ long laugh * 

Ld. Smart. But pray, gentlemen, why always fo 
fevere upon poor mifs? on my confcience, jcdoh^l 
9nd Tom Neverout, one of you two are both knaves. 

B b 3 Col 
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CoL My lady Anfwerall, I intend to do myfelf 
the honour of dining with your ladyfliip to-morrow. 

Lady Anfw. Ay, colonel, do if you can. 

Mjfi* I'ca fure you'll be glad to be welcome. 

CoL Mifs, I thank you ; and to reward you, I'll 
come and drink tea with you in the morning. 

Mifs^ Colonel, there's two words to that bargain. 

Col. \to Lady SmarL^ Your ladyfhip has a very 
fine watch ; well may you wear it* 

Lady Smart. It is none of mine, colonel. 

Col. Pray, whofe is it then ? 

Lady Smart. Why, 'tis my lord's ; for they fay 
a married woman has nothing of her own, but hec 
wedding-rring and her hair-lace : but if women had 
been the law-makers, it wpuld have been better. 

CoL This watch feems to be quite n^w. 

Lady Smart. No, fir ; it has been twenty years 
in my lord's family j but ^are put a new cafe 
and dial-plat§ to it. 

Never^ut). Why, that's for all the world like the 
man, who fwore he kept the fame knife forty years* 
only he fometimes changed Xi\t haft, and fometimes 
the blade. 

Ld, Smart. Well, Tom, to give the devil his 
^ue, thou art a right woman's man. 

CoL Odd fo ! I have broke the hinge of my 
fnufF-box ; I'm undone hefides the lof^, 

Mifi. Alack-a-day, colonel! I vow L had rather 
have found forty (hillings. 

Neverouk Why, colonel; all that I can fay to 
ppmfort you,^ is, that jrou ipuft iQeud it wit^ a^ new. 
pne, 
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Mifs laughs. 

Col. "What, mifs ! you can't laugh, but you muft 
fliew your teeth. 

Mifs. Tm fure you fhew your teeth, when you 
can't bite : well, thus it muft be, if we fell ale. 

Never out. Mifs, you fmell very fweetj I hope 
you don't carry perfumes. 

Mifs. Perfumes! No, Sir; I'd have you to know, 
it is nothing but the grain of my fkin. 

CoL Tom, you have a good nofe to make a poor 
man's few. 

Ld. Sparkifh. So, ladies and gentlemen, mc- 
thinks you are very witty upon one another : come, 
box it about j 'twill come to my father at laft. 

CoL Why, my lord, you fee mifs has no mercy; 
I wifti fhe were marry'd j but I doubt the grey 
mare would prove the better horfe. 

Mifs. Well, God forgive you for that wiih. 

Ld. Sparkifh. Never fear him, mifs^ 

Mifs. What, my lord, do you think I was born 
in a wood, to be afraid of an owl ? 

Ld. Smart. What have you to fay to that, cd- 
Ipnel ? 

Neverout. O my lord, my friend the colonel 
fcorns to fet his wit againft a child. 

Mifs. Scornful dogs will eat dirty puddings. 

Col. Well, mifs; they fay, a woman's tongue 
is the laft thing about her that dies ; therefore let's 
Jjifs and be friends. 

Mifs, Hands off! that^s nieat for your mafter^ 

u. 
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Ld. Sparki/h. Faith, colonel, you are for ale and 
cakes : but after all, mifs, you are too fevere ; yea 
tvould not meddle with your match. 

Mifs. All they can fay, goes in at one ear and 
out at t'other for me, I can affure you : only I wHh 
they would be quiet, and let me drink my tea. 

NeverouL What ! I warrant you think all is loft 
that goes befide your own mouth. 

Mifs. Pray, Mr. Nevcrout, hold your tongue 
for once, if it be poffible ; one would think you 
were a woman in man^s cloaths, by your prating. 

NeverouL No, mifs ; it is not handfome to fee 
one hold one's tongue: befides I fliould flobber my 
fingers. 

CoL Mifs, did you never hear, that three wo- 
men and a goofe are enough to make a market ? 

Mifs. Fm fure, if Mr. Neverout or you were 
among them, it would make a fair. 

Footman c&mes in. 

Lady Smart. Here, take away the tea-table, and 
bring up candles. 

Lady Anfw. O madam, no candles yet, I befeech 
you ; don't let us burn day-light. 

Neverout. I dare fwear, mifs for her part will 
never burn day-light, if (he can help it. 

Mifs. Lord, Mr. Neverout, one can't hear one's 
own ears for you. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, madam, it is blind- man's 
holiday ; we fhall foon be all of a colour. 

Neverout. Why, then, mifs, We may kifs where 
we like bcft. 

Mifs^ 



D i A L G U E m. 377 

Mifs. Fogh ! thefe men talk of nothing but 
kiffing. \Shefpits. 

Nevcrout. Wbat, lyiifs, dQe$ it m^e j&nx movAh 
water ? 

Lady Smart. Jt Is a^ good fee in the dark as with- 
out light; therisf<w^ pray Wi^ig m cafidl^ : liiey fay, 
women and linen fhew beft by candie-Jight: come, 
gentlemen, are you for a party at quadrille ? 

€oL I'll make one with you three ladies. 

Lady Anfiv. Til fit down, and be a liandfir-ty^ 

Lady Smart, [tp jLady Anfw.^ M^ajB, dcM?8 your 
ladyfhip never play ? 

CoL Yes 5 I fuppofe hier ladyft^ plays Some- 
times for an egg at Eafter. 

Neverout. Ay ; and a kifs ai Chriftmais. 

Ljady Anfw. ConM, Mr. Neverxjut, hold your 
tongue, and mind your knitting. 

Neverout. With all my heart j kifs my wife, and 
.welcome. 

^he Colonel^ Mr. Neverout^ Lady Smart and Mifs 
go to quadrille^ andfii there tillthr^e in the morn^ 
ing. 

They rife from cards. 

Lady Smart. Well, mifs, you'll have a fad huf- 
band, you have fuch good luck at cards. 

Neverout. Indeed, mife, yau d^t me fad cards; 
if you deal fo ill by your friends, what will you do 
with your enemies ? 

Lady Anfw. Vm fure 'tis time for honeft folks to 
be a-bed. 

Mifs. Indeed my eyes draw ftraws. 

She's 
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She's almoji ajlccp. 

Neverout. Why, mifs, if you fall afleep, fome- 
body may get a pair of gloves. 

CoL Vm going to the land of Nod. 

Ncf^erout. Faith, Tm for Bedfordfhire. 

Lady Smart. Vm fure I fhall fleep without rock- 
ing. 

Neverout. Mifs, I hope you'll dream of your 
fweetheart. 

Mi/s. Oh, no doubt of it: I believe* I fhan't be 
able to fleep for dreaming of him. 

CoL [to Afj/}.] Madam, fhall I have the honour 
to efcort you ? 

Mijs. No, colonel, I thank you ; my mamma 
has fent her chair and footmen. Well, my lady 
Smart, Til give you revenge whenever you pleafe. 

Footman comes in. 
Footman. Madam, the chairs are waiting. 

They all take their chairs^ and go off* 
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